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PROLOGUE, 


— — — 


To trace, with all the nicer ſtrokes of art, 
Whims of the brain and faſhions of the heart, 
To make mankind no more in folly bold, 
See what they are, and mend while they behold; 
For this the Comic Muſe has made her ſtage 
A mirror, varying with each varying age. 

If ſuch their aim in Anna's golden days, 
Who won the faireſt wreaths of comic praiſe— 


That age perchance (our iſle's Auguſtan pride) 


A happier race of character ſupply'd— 

Features of bolder outline to command 

The painter's eye, and prompt his willing hand. 

When bounteous Nature brings to fancy's aid 

Forms in her own luxuriant charms array'd, 

Art works with eaſe ; but each rare model gone, 
Pictures are canvas, ſtatues are but ſtone 
Say from what modern ſpark would Congreve pleaſe 
To copy ſprightly ſenſe or graceful eaſe? 

Does Mirabel yet grace the poliſh'd throng ? 

Or to what club does Valentine belong ? 

Should Farquhar now his play ful pen reſume, 
Where would he find an Archer or a Plume ? 
From a tame brute not Vanbrugh could extract 

An ounce of humour to eke out an act! 

In vain we emulate their daring rules, 

Whoſe fools were wits, when all our wits are fools. 
Vain were the taſk, with all their pow'rs together, 
To laſh a fly, or dramatize a feather. | 

Whilſt ſympathy's alternate tribute flows 

O'er Friburg's wrongs and Haller's conſcious woes, 
What juſt alarms invade our Author's breaſt, 
Whoſe trade is merriment, whoſe theme is jeſt. 
Bat tho? the Foreign Muſe your tears beguiles, 
There's no embargo laid on Britiſh ſmiles, 

Search then abroad for tragic tales alone— 

Laugh when you can—Thalia be your own. 
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: Ar C . 
SCENE. A modern Inn on a grand Scale 
| Porticos, &c. 


Enter Cos rv from the Wing, and. Waiter from 
- the Inn. 


Warren, | 
ELCOME home, ſir—welcome from Kraus 


„ 
Coſily. Thank'ye, Tom, thank'ye:—look!—here 
they are, you rogue—{( ſewing mongy)—hive hun- 
dred by the ſweepſtakes ! 
Waiter, What: the favourite won I ſuppoſe, 
. 
Coſtly. No—loſt !—loſt on purpoſe :—hark'ye, 
Tomas there are falſe dice at hazard, ſo there are 
falſe jockies on the turf—we knowing ones can 
load both when we like—heh, you take, Tom? 
Waiter. J do, ſir; and I wonder who'd take 
you for a landlord :—inſtead of being maſter of the 
new hotel, one would ſuppoſe you one of the firſt 
men in the county. 
Coſtly. And fo I am one of the firſt men in 
the county—1sn t that the largeſt houſe, and don't 
it contain the beſt card-rooms, billiard-rooms, and 


B ball- 
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ball. room in the county ?—and if you come to that, 
who in the county keeps ſo many ſervants and 
carriages, or gives ſuch dinners and ſuppers as I do? 

Waiter. True, ſir; and if they talk of hoſ- 

pitality—— 

Coftly. Ay; if they talk of hoſpitality—do any 
of them make ſo much of their viſitors as I do? 
Waiter. No; that they don't, I ſwear, and that's 

what puzzles me.—whillt our houſe is always 
cramm 'd with cuſtomers, the Red Lion over the 
way is deſerted !—and yet old Boniface only charges 

half the price that you do. 

Co. That's it— that's the very reaſon your 
beſt cuſtomer is your rich cockney; and he always 
ſtops at the deareſt inn always — for he fancies no- 
thing good that's not expenſive, and judges of the 
quality of an article by the quantity he pays for 
it, For inſtance now; turtle!—do you imagine 
half the citizens, who eat turtle, like it? - no; but 
it muſt be good, becauſe its fo d——d expenſive! 
— (mimicking Aldermen)—therefore | let Boniface 
charge as high as I do- 

Maiter. I underſtand, fir: —but that would be 
very difficult. 

Coſtly. Difficult \—lmpcffible-—bip it can't be 

helpt— in towns like Richmond, where the ſeaſon 
is ſhort, the bills muſt be long, ſo—hvſh, here's 
company now to bufineſs— (putting bimſelf in 
order). 


Enter DELVILLE, Mrs. MORTIMER, and CHARLES. 


Coſtly. This way, Madam, this way !—Tom, 
ſhew the Golden Fleece, 

Mrs. Mortimer. No, no; tas s no occaſion 
this young gentleman has been preſcrib'd ehange of 
| | | alt 
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air by his phyſicians, and if you could recommend 
us lodgings, fir—— | 

Delville. My deareſt couſin, leave every thing 
to me—walk into the hotel—take ſome refreſh- 
ment, and Sambo ſhall look through the town, and 
find lodgings for you. Come - come you can 
truſt the black, I'm ſure. 
Mrs. Mortimer. Truſt him! ay, with my 
life! — Poor Sambo ! how amply has he profited by 
the education you have given him! 

Delville. He has indeed: - brought from his 
own country at fix years old, and train'd up midſt 
all the follies and diſſipation of London, though his 


head has been enlighten'd, his heart remains un- 
corrupted. 


Enter SAMB9. His dreſs—a white jacket, filver 
ſhoulder-knot, white waiſtcoat, glaz'd round hat, 
gold band, cockade, boots, and leather breeches, 


Delville. Sambo. 

Sambo. Sir! 

Delville. See what lodgings there are in Rich- 

mond, and bring word to me and Mrs. Mortimer 

at the hotel. 

Sambo (alarmed). Lodgings, fir! 

Delville, Ay, fir; we want ſome directiy. 

Sambo. We want ſome! 

Dielville. Ves: don't you comprehend, fir | — 

; N ow, coulin, pray, pray be perſuaded, 
Mrs, Mortimer. Well, ſince you will have it 

ſo.—Come, Charles—oh, M. r. Delville! when, when 

. ſhall I repay you for all your kindneſs and atten- 

tion? (Exit with CHARLES, COSTLY, and Waiter, 

at the botel, DELVILLE is following: SAMBO 


" bim. * 


. Ss. 
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Sambo. Sir, I hope you'll forgive me hope 
you won't be angry with me, fir—but—but—— 

Delville. But what, fir? 

Sambo. Perhaps you don't recolle& that Mrs. 
Mortimer is a married woman, fir ? 

Delville. A married woman !—and what then? 
 Sambo. Then ſhe has a huſband, ſir a hufband 
who once ſav'd my life! - ſav d me when drowning ; 
and you were pleas'd to thank him, and ſay he had 
conferr'd ſo great an obligation 

Delville. I know 1 did, ſir: —and Rill—whar 
then? 

Sambo. T hen, with ſubmiſſion, fir, is this the 
way to repay it ? 

Delville. Silence how often have I told you 
not to touch on this ſubjeCt :—if a beautiful woman 
will throw herſelf in my way: if, as ſoon as her 
| huſband goes to Gibraltar, ſhe will continually 
invite me to her houſe - conſult me in all her 
affairs - accept money from me 

Sambo. Accept money from you, ſir? 

Delville. Ay: at. this moment, don't Mrs. 
Mortimer owe me above five hundred pounds ? 
and, after all theſe proofs, do you ſuppoſe ſhe has 
no other motive for coming out of town with me, 
than her.child's health? Oh, I ſee itall—and as it's 
impoſſible to perſuade her not to love me, 'l ce en 

be kind, and give her love for love. 
"Samba. Don't—don't be raſh, fir: and as to 
perſuading her not to loye you—leave that to Mem 
III do it directly. 
Delville. Lou do it, ſir! | 

Sambo. Yes, fir; I'll tell her how you n 
your ſtudies in the Temple that you leave me to 
do all the law buſineſs, and while I'm copying out 
pleadings in one room, you 're writing love verſes 

in 
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in another.— I'll tell her of a certain opera dancer, 
and remind her, though your good qualities are 
beyond? naming, yet where women are concerned, 
you're ſo thoughtleſs and fo deſperate, that Oh, 
I'm often rude enough to wiſh there was'nt a gown 
or petticoat in the world ! 

Delville. Pſha !l—go where I ordered you, fir ; 
and for the future no impertinence, Sambo:—ceaſe 
to interfere in matters that don't concern you. 

Sambo, Nay, but this, fir —— _ 

Delville. How! do you demur ?—recolle& who 
you are. 

Sambo. I do am your ſlave. 

Delville. No—not my ſlave -I gave you liberty. 
Sambo. You did, ſir; and that made me your 
ſlave.— Gratitude has bound me faſter to you than 
all the chains of Africa! 'Tis now fifteen years 
fince you brought me to England ; during which 
time you have foſtered me, educated me, and 
treated me more as a brother than a ſervant !— 
and now when I warn you of your danger, you call 
it impertinence Ah, fir!—rather ſay tis ſelfiſn - 
neſs; for my fate is ſo involv'd with yours, that if 
your heart bleeds, Sambo's will break, I'm ſure. 


Re-enter Waiter. 


Waiter. Sir; the lady - Mrs. Mortimer is aſk- 
ing for you. 5 
Dielville. There! I've been neglecting her, and 
liſtening to your African philoſophy: - go, ſir be- 
gone directly -nay - no reply - go ſee for the lodg- 
ings directly. (SA MBO exit.) — Plague on the fel- 
low's conſcientious language !—he has made me 
half a coward, and I begin to feel—— 
Waiter. Sir—won't you go to the lady, 
1 Delville. 
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Delville, True, true:—T am too far embark'd. 
w—ſhew me to her; and as the man ſays in the 
play“ let me run into the danger to avoid the 
apprehenſion!“ — 


8 C ENE.—4 Street in — 


Euter Miſs GLOOMLY and DoroTay. 


Miſs Gloomly. How! it can't be, Dorothy—Mrs, 
Mortimer and Mr. Delville eloped together ? 
Dorothy. Even fo, ma'am:—as ſure as you're 
the firſt of ſentimental writers, an elopement !— 
I ſaw them ftop at Coſtly's inn, and get out of the 
ſame poſt-chaiſe; and here !—here I be fine work 
when Mr, Mortimer comes home :—firſt there *1} 


be a duel—then there 'I be a divorce—then he Ill 
be fingle again: and then—ah, ma'am ! I ſee you 
can't help ſmiling at the thought of Mr. Morti- 


mer's being once more a bachelor. 

Miſs Gloomly. I ſmile ! fie! for ſhame, Dorothy. 

Dorothy, Nay; ſay what you pleaſe, ma'am ; 
but though the faithleſs man rejected you, and 
married your niece, yet as your own Artemeſia 
ſays, © his name is never utter'd but you feel the 
moſt tumultuous animation!“ 

Miſs Gloomiy. Animation !—agitation, child 
will you for ever miſquote me ?—but I own m 
virgin weakneſs, Dorothy, and acknowledge I 
ſhouldn't break my heart if Mr, Mortimer were 
once more an inſulated being. 

Dorothy. Then why not write and inform him? 

- Miſs Gloomly. To . confeſs the truth, I have 
written to him two months ago I ſent a a let- 
rer to Gibraltar, acquainting him with his wife's 
conduct toward Mr, Delville, and as he was ſoon 


to 
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fo return to England, adviſing him to haſten his 
departure—to be ſure I was rather early in my in- 
telligence, but I knew nothing would ſo ſoon 
bring him to my preſence as a little harmleſs 
ſcandal about his wife. 

Dorothy. Scandal indeed !—it's no longer ſcandal 
now I am ſure: and Mr. Mortimer will be all gra- 
titude and love, and— _ 

Ms:/s Gloomly, I hope he may: but if he a ſecond 
time diſappoint me, I know how to be amply re- 
veng'd :—] can marry his uncle, the rich ſtock- 
broker, whenever I pleaſe :—but of that another 
time - now how to bring about the divorce ? how - 
to get evidence ? 33533 
Dorothy. Evidence !—Oh; if you want a wit- 

neſs, ſuppoſe I ſift Sambo—Mr. Delville's black. 
Miſs Gloomly. Do—find him out directly, and 
in caſe he's not communicative—here—bribe him 
(gives Dorothy a purſe) —I'll wait for you at 
home; and mind you're attentive. 

Derothy. Attentive! ah, ma'am I only wiſh 
Mrs. Mortimer had minded your advice as I have 
done !—if ſhe, like me, had paſſed whole days in 
reading your moral and entertaining productions 

Miſs Gloomiy. Entertaining !—why the girl's 
mad !—I never wrote nr thing entertaining in my 
life. 

Dorothy. Didn't you, ma' am? 

Miſs Gloomly. No—all my works are calculated 
to excite ſighs, and tears, and terror, and diſtreſs —- 
in ſhort, to make people unhappy—and 1 hold 
laughter to be of ſo low and immoral a tendency, 
that in the thirty-ſix volumes I have publiſhed, I 

_ defy you to produce a fingle joke. 

Dorothy, Well! that true enough: and they 
certainly do make one unhappy. 

B 4 Miſs 
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Miſs Gloomly. Oh, they do, do they den 
that's the real fine writing—but 2 black's 
coming this way I'll leave you together; and if 
you ſucceed in your croſs- examination, you ſhall 
not only be handſomely fee'd, but I'll read you a 


© manuſcript of ſo diſtreſſing a nature, that your 


features ſhall never be vulgariz d by a ſmile again! 
[Exits 
Enter SamBo (looking about). 
Dorothy. Ah, Sambo—how d'ye do, Sambo — 
why what are you looking for ? 
Sambo. I was looking for lodgings, Mrs. Dorothy. 
Dorothy. Lodgings !—um—what for your maſ- 


ter and Mrs. Mortimer, I ſuppole—{SamBo s 
aſtoniſhed) :—nay; I know all about it know 


they've elop' d together—and heark'ye, Sambo 


my miſtreſs is fo anxious about a divorce- 

Sambo. A divorce !—oh, oh, what that 8 her 
object? oy 

Dorothy. Her object, fir ? 
Sambo. Ay: is it for that ſhe perſuaded Mrs. 
Mortimer's father to diſinherit her, and Mr. Mor- 
timer's uncle to deſert him ?—and when poverty 
drove him abroad, and ſeparated him from his 
wife, was it for chat ſhe ſhut her doors againſt her? 

Dorothy, No matter—ſerve her right, ſir- how 
dare ſhe marry Mr. Mortimer, when the knew my 


' miſtreſs was in love with him? But the divorce, 


Sambo—let's talk about the divorce—in the firſt 
place Miſs Gloomly wants your evidence 


Sabo. My evidence! 


Dorothy. Ay: and in the ſerond, to unlock the 
ſecret ee ſhe has ſent you theſe golden keys 
—( ſpewing purſe full of guineas)—here—take 
them; and now, Sambo - forces-it into bis hand). 

9 Sambo. 
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Sambo (throwing the purſe down), S' life does 
ſhe think I'll betray my maſter ? 

Dorothy. Hey day !l—why not, fir when was 
your maſter ſo liberal ?—did he ever make you a 
preſent of any thing ſo valuable? 

Sambo. I don't know—he made me a preſent of 
myſelf !—and poor as you may think the gift, I'll 
not ſell it for all the gold in the univerſe. | 

Dorothy. Not ſell it !—jf you come to that, it 
isn't the firſt time I'll anſwer for it—no Mr, 
Negro—let me remind you, that people of your 
complexion are often bought and fold, 

Sambo. And ſo are people of yours. Black men 
are not the only men that are bought and ſold, 


Every body has their price; particularly chamber- 


maids: they are always knock'd down to the beſt 
bidder. But I didn't come to quarrel—ſo good 
day, Mrs. Dorothy. 

Dorothy. What? and you won't take the purſe? 


—(SAMBO ſhakes his bead.) Dolt! Blockhead !— 
I ſee you know nothing of the value of money. 


Sambo. Faith! not much—I ſpent my whole 


fortune one morning; for though my anceſtors all 


came from the gold coaſt, my patrimony could 


only purchaſe me a French-horn—ſo once more 
good day, Mrs. Dorothy. 


Dorothy, Mighty well, fir : but remember your 


evidence may be forc'd from you— take care a 
lawyer's not employed. 

Sambo. Do you take care a lawyer's not em- 
ploy'd—T have ſtudied the praftice—in fact, I'm 
a ſort of ſtudent of the Temple, and let me adviſe 
your miſtreſs not to waſte her money that way 
bid her lay it out in French-horns, or any other 
inſtruments of harmony but never let her buy 
diſcord or corrupt fidelity with it, I entreat you. 
Exeunt. 
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SCENE.—/iew of RicymonD, the River, | 
Bridge, Hill, Sc. 


Enter EMiLy., 
Emily. Lord! Lord! who'd have thought of 


being lavgh'd out of one's affection Had Mr. 


Goſſamer been a ſerious melancholy ſwain, I ſhould 
have been on my guard; but he made love to me 
in joke, and I couldn't help returning it in earneſt! 
—and here !—my guardian has ſent me to his 
country-houſe to keep me out of his way—but I 
don't care - Mr. Goſſamer is a man after my own 
heart, and he has promis'd to write to me land 
I've ſent Gregory to the — and if there 
be but a letter —— 


| 
Enter GREGORY. 


Emily. Well: what news Gregory ?—has my 
dear Mr. Goſſamer kept his word? come now 
quick Gregory quick (laying hold of him). 

Gregory. Lord! what a madcap you are, miſs ! 
—no wonder at your loving ſuch a Merry Andrew 
gentleman as Mr, Goſſamer but here it is !— 
here's the letter. 


Emily ( jnatching it from him). So it 1s!—in his 


own dear facetious hand—now for it: (Reads) 


e My dear Emily, 
cc Since you were ſent into the country, 1 ven- 


« tur'd to make one more application ro your 


« guardian, and he actually order'd his ſervants to 
* turn me out of duors—conſequently I deter- 
« min'd to have fome ſport with him; and I've 
*« the pleaſure to inform you, I began hoaxing : 


e him yeſterday,” 


I'm 
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Pm glad of that !—a'n't you, Gregory ? 4 
Gregory. Yes: that I be, miſs—though, hang 
me if 1 know what hoaxing mean ? | 

Emily. Don't you ?—why it's all the faſhion !—to 
hoax a perſon is to make a butt, a fool, a laughin 
ſtock of them and Mr. Goſſamer is ſo celebrated in 
the art, that—but Lord! where was ? (Reads on:) 
« T ſhall ſoon follow this letter; and in the mean- 
cc time, recollect the world is full of vexation and 


ah diſappointment, and therefore copy my motto, 
te and Laugh when you can! 


«© GEORGE Goss akk.“ 
There now! only think of my guardian's refuſing 
his conſent! and if I marry without it, I loſe all 
my fortune; and Mr. Goſſamer is a Lord's 
younger brother, and they've never any money, 


and—heigho !—come Gregory, I may as well re- 
turn to my priſon. 


11 


Enter DELVILLE. 


Delville. Miſs Emily, an old friend and ſchool- 
fellow of yours - Mrs. Mortimer — 


Emily. Mrs, Mortimer, fir ? 

Delville. Is now at the hotel, and ſeeing you 
from the window, ſent me to _ 

Emily. I'll wait upon her directly come Gre- 
gory—now I may conſult her about my love affair; 
and, indeed, I nope Mr. Goſſamer will make haſte 
and get my guardian's conſent—for I wiſh to be 
married that I do nobody knows how I wiſh to 
be married dear me] nobody knows how much 

I. long to be married! Sir, good day. 

(Curt/ es to DELVILLE, aud exit with GREGORv.) 

- Delville, So, whilſt ſhe and Mrs. Mortimer con- 
verſe together, I will myſelf fee for apartments, 


and 


: ” 
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and come what will we never part again—heh! 
who's here—as I live, my old college friend - the 
lavghter-loving Goſſamer! i 


Enter Goss AM ER. 


Delville. What, George 

Gofſamer. What, Ned Ned Delville! . 

( ſhaking hands). 

Delville. Why J haven't ſeen you theſe hundred 
years—but I've heard of you—ah, George 


George !—I'm told you're as great a boy, and play 


as many monkey tricks as ever! i 
Goſſamer. Then eee told right, Ned—lI leave 
vou and other wiſeacres to follow ſerious, grave 
pur ſuits for me, I'm fool enough to ſtudy mirth 
and merriment; and as long as I'm a man I hope 
I ſhall be a boy! „„ 
Delville. Well, well !—I ſee there's no re- 
forming you ſo tell me, what brings you to Rich- 
mond, George:? 5 | 
Gofjamer, A fine girl and thirty thouſand pounds! 
] love them both with all my heart and foul. 
Delville. And do they love you? | 
_ Gefſamer. To diſtraction both ready to jump 
into my arms!—only the guardian, he's a little 
troubleſome but you know the old way—play 
with him like trout—tickle him into conſent, 
Delville. Take care, George: for how often at 
Weſtminſter and at Oxford, whilſt planning to 
trick others, have I ſeen you trick'd yourſelf? 
Gofſamer, Never: ſince | took to the glorious 


profeſſion, never had the worſt of it. 


Delville. No: why don't you remember the 
boyiſh trick I play'd you at the Sun Inn? didn't 1 
lure you into the attorney's bed- chamber, and coax 


you 
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you to let off ſquibs and crackers in order to get 
you into a law-ſuit? 

| Goſſamer, You did—you did—and when the 
ceremony was perform'd, didn't I run out of the 
room, lock you in, and leave you to pay all the 
cofts and damages ?—1I ſay there I hoax'd you, 
Ned ?—then un, the bet about the — of 
claret? 5 

Delville. Pſha L—nonfenſe—that was many 
years ago: I defy you to ſucceed now! 15 

Gofſamer, Don't don't defy me, Ned ? : 

Delville. Why s'life! have you the impudence 
to ſuppoſe you could make a butt of me now ? 

Goſſamer, Of you or any man living: and 
if you chuſe to bet me another hogſhead of claret! 
but you wan't—you've bought experience—the 
burnt child, you know—heh! Ned. 

Delville. Zounds! I've a great mind to accept 
your offer, on purpoſe to make you pay for your 
preſumption. 

Coſſamer. Do: I'd take it as a favour, Ned 
do let me once more make a laughing ſtock of you? 
do bet me a hogſhead of claret, that before to- 
morrow morning 1 don't play you as fair a trick — 

Delville. Before to-morrow morning? well 
ſince you provoke me—it's a bet. 
 Gofſamer (embracing him). My dear fellow, thus, 
and thus let me return you thanks !—I'll go to 
work directly I'll go drink one bottle of Coltly's 
claret, the better to ſecure whole dozens of yours ! 
I'll — but hold-—hold—where am I to find you? 

Delville. At the hotel. 

Goſſamer. That's enough and remember now 
no quibbling—if it's as fair a trick as the others, 
you'll acknowledge the wager's mine? 


Delville. 


—— ow - - 
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Delville. Agreed! and by making you ſmart for 
your folly, I hope I ſhall ſhame you out of a con- 
duct, devoid of all feeling, ſenſe, and morality ! 


Goſſamer.. Morality !—nay,, now—what ſyſtem 


is more moral than mine? 


Delville. What! why that of rationality—of 


ſentiment. 


Goſſamer. Sentiment! pſha!—where one raſcal 
is preach'd or lectur'd out of his vices, thouſands 
are laugh'd and ridicul'd out of them: and becauſe 
I'm cheerful, don't fancy I want feeling ?—no ; 
I've as much ſenſibility as graver men; but the 
world is full enough of miſery, and rather than 


add to it, I often dreſs ſorrow in ſmiles. I promiſe 


you—ſo be on your guard—remember the at- 
torney—and L-gughn—langh, . you can, my 
_— ö wen; ke 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE. —Another View of CoSTLY's Inn, 


Enter CosTLy and Waiter, 


Waiter (meeting Coſtly). Oh, fir! you're wanted, 
fir!—Alderman Plethora has been calling for you 
this half hour. 

Coſtly. Alderman Plethora ! 

Waiter. Yes, fir: he complains of bad treat- 
ment—he ſays his phyſicians ordered him to ſleep 
in the country, and accordingly he came to your 
houſe to be ſnug and quiet 

Coſtly. Well! and was' nt he ſnug and quiet ? 

Waiter. No, ſir: he ſays the maid put him in a 
chamber over the billiard-room, and under the ball- 
room, ſo that he ſlept between two fires. Then 
you are wanted by the club—by the Sons of Friend- 
ſhip, ſir—they complain of their wine—they ſay 
it's execrable. 

Coſtly. My wine execrable? 

Waiter. Ay, they wonder ſuch ſtuff can be ſold 
by a landlord of your conſequence—and they de- 
lire you'll taſte this bottle of part yourſelf? 
(Waiter has a bottle in his hand.) 
Coſtly: I taſte it do they want to poiſon me? 


Sf me if I'd drink a glaſs of it for the profit of 


the whole pipe: no, no-give my compliments to 
the Alderman and the Sons of Friendſhip—but, 


huſh! ſomebody's coming=this way. (Retires.) 
Enter 
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Enter DELVILLE from the Wing. 


Delville. S'death! that he ſhould arrive at ſuch 
a time as this? (Joos out)—'tis he ! *tis Mortimer 
himſelf !—and ſhould he meet his wife, all, all will 
be undone—perhaps he'll force her from me—per- 
haps perſuade her to relent, and lure her to his 


: arms—diftraQtion ! that muſt never be ſhe's now 


in my poſſeſſion, and ſhall I riſk the loſs of her? 


Landlord—a word with OY don t wiſh to in- 


tertupt an amour, do you? 
Coſtly. An amour, fir? 
Delville. Ay: if a lady and 3 bad . | 

3 and were purſued by a brother or a huſ- 


band, you wouldn't ſtop their progteſs would you? 


Coftly. Not I, ſir: always ſend them forward for 


the good of the road: and none pay better than 


your runaway lovers—that i IS, going down - coming 
back they loſe their apPetides and call for nothing 
to eat or drin. 

Delville. Underſtand me then? we lads is in 
that detach'd part of your inn; and in the. firſt 
place, I with nobody to come near the room; and 


in the next, to have a chaiſe and four e at the 


gate, 
Coftly. I take! it ſhall be done. 
Delville. Then, Mortimer, I defy you (de 
and now, how am I to repay? 


Coftly. Repay !—oh don't you- trouble yourſelf 
about that; I'll put it in the bill - whenever I 


oblige a cuſtomer, or a cuſtomer diſobliges me, I 
N put it in the bill —ſo mum vun 80 to che 


lady ? 


Detville. I will: and mind now—reward yourſelf 
handſomely, I charge you? _ 
 Colth, 
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Caſliy. Never fear you ſhall have charge for 
charge, I warrant. (DRLVILLE exit into inn.) Now 
obſerve, Tom; obſerve—(Zaking Waiter aſide). 


N Enter MoRTIMER. 

Mortimer, So! I can walk no further: bodily 
fatigue I can encounter cheerfully, but not the 
ceaſeleſs labour of the heart tis here! tis here I 
am exhauſted! and though fo near my journey's 
end, 1 fear I have not ftrength to reach it !—this 
inn may afford me a conveyance : II enquire— 
Sir? (to Cos rv, who takes no notice of or, 
may I aſx·—— 

Coſtly. Keep off: don't you ſee I'm buſy ? 

Mortimer. I beg pardon : 1 thought you be- 
long' d to this houfe ? 
| C550. I belong to this houſe ! that s a very good 
joke—this houſe belongs to me— but, like other 
great people, I don't give dinners and ſuppers 
without expecting to get ſomething by them ;— 
and (putting his hand to his pocket)—you take, 
don't you? 

Mortimer. I do: I ondetftand you well: bur, 
when I tell you theſe feet have borne me a long and 
tedious journey of two hundred miles, and that I 
only aſk a reſting place in ſome ſtage coach or re- 
turn'd chaiſe . 

Coſtly. Return'd chaiſe pn (iure from him 
with contempt)—now mind, Tom, what I've told 
you, and I'll go give orders to the other ſervants. 
(As be is going into inn, SAMBO comes out) —Ah, 
Blacky — how d'ye do, Blacky? 

Sambo. Thank'ye, Mr. La be Cn 
{/egs MORTIMER) bleſs me! who is that 2s I i f 


Cofily. Gentleman indeed! it's ſome poor devil 
who wants a return'd chaiſe, 


C Sam bo. 
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Sambo, And won't you let him have one? 
_- Coſtly. No; he has no money. | 
Sambo, Hasn't he! than I have—oh! Mr, 


Mortimer, don't you recolle& me ? 


Mortimer. Sambo! faithful Sambo ! 

Sambo. You once ſav'd my life, ſir, and may | 
loſe it if ever I'm ungrateful—a return'd chaiſe !— 
Go—get him all the chaiſes and horſes in the inn; 
and though he has no money, Mr. Landlord, I 
think, with ſubmiſſion, your profits might, once in 


a way, allow you to find a reſting place for a poor 


and weary ſoldier.—-(CosTLy and Waiter exeunt.) 
—Well; and how have you been, fir ?—and what 
brings you ſo unexpectedly from Gibraltar? 

Mortimer (producing a letter). This letter :— 
hear me—it calls your maſter villain—it charges 
him with ſuch accompliſh'd infamy—— but ſince 
you know the truth or falſehood of the charge, read, 
and at once confirm or diſſipate my fears. 

Sambo, This letter - pray who is it from, fir? 

Mortimer. From Miſs Gloomly : and though I 
know her to be artful and cenſorious, yet would 
ſhe dare commit her name——but read, and if 
you can, good fellow, relieve a doating huſband 
from agonies too great to be endur'd. 

Sambo (reading). © Sir, I think it my duty | 
ce once more to apprize you of the growing im- 
8 Yo of your wife's conduct towards Mr. 
“ Delville.— They are become the talk of the town; 
&© and as you are ſoon to leave Gibraltar, let me 
e adviſe you to haſten your departure; and if on 
« your arrival you will call at my houſe, you ſhall 
« hear more from your 

e Conſtant Friend, 
« Diana GLoomLy,” 


A 


Mortimer. 
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Mortimer. There!—what ſay you, Sambo ?— 
is Delville the moſt deprav'd, and I the moſt ac- 
curs d (Sauzo, who has been trembling all the 
time, lets the letter fall) Hal what alarms * you ?— 
way do you tremble thus? 

Sambo, I—T tremble, fir |—bleſs you btn 
don' t tremble, fir. 

Mortimer. No?—why you ſhake, man 

Sambo. It's an ague — nothing but an ague !—] 
brought it with me from the Wet TO; and 
and — hadn't I better go order the chaiſe ? 

Mortimer. How! do you prevaricate ?—then 
your maſter ſhall himſelf inform me !—where is 
| he ? —in that inn, fir? 

Sambo, No—yes—but, but. 

Mortimer, But what, fir? 

- Sambo, Why—why there's ſomebody with him 
Mortimer (laying hold of bim). Who is it? — 
ſpeak directly, ſir- 

Sambo, Not Mrs. Mortimer, fir—upon my 
honour not Mrs. Mortimer, ſir—and. he's inno- 
cent, and ſhe's innocent, and we're all innocent! 

— beſides, if he were with her, 'twould be ſolely 
out of friend{hip for you—only to keep off other 
lovers to 

Mortimer. Stand by—!I will his fatisfied—T'Il ſee 
Mr. Delville. 


Enter GosSAMER, drunk, and meeting MoxTiMes. 


Goſſamer. You ſee, Mr. Delville !—fave yourſelf 
the trouble - my buſineſs is much more important 
than yours, and even I can't fee him. (biccups) 
—D—n this landlord and his wine—I'm potian.d 
—pollon'd to a certainty. ; 

C 2 Mortimer, 
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Mortimer (breaking fromSaitn0, ha holds him). 
Away! I'll know the worſt. 7 
Goſſamer (topping. him). Sto op—P'll tell you a 


| ſecret: Delville—ovr friend, Deville, has betted 


me a hogſhead of claret 1 don't make a laughing 
ſtock of him now the buſineſs is half done - I've 
found out ſuch a hoax for him—hark'ye—(whiſpers 
MoxrTIMER) he has elop'd with a married woman. 

Mortimer. What? 

Goſſamer. He has carried off Mrs. Mortimer 
they are now in the hotel: and, in my mind, our 
friend's a d——d raſcal for his pains what right 
has he to make a gentleman unhappy ? —to bring 
tears into the eyes of an honourable huſband? 
that's not my plan, I aſſure you always make 
people laugh (oer ves MoRTIMER's agitation) — 
no- not always for my jokes don't ſeem to take. 


now, I perceive. 


Sambo (pulling Gos8AMER's coat). No: for- a 
good reaſon, fir: becauſe—— _ 

Goſſamer. Becauſe you're the tragic muſe 
avaunt, thou ſable goddeſs !—and, fir, if you chuſe 
to join with me, we'll—(MorTiMER weeps and takes 
out his handkerchief )—oh, oh !—ſome intimate 
friend, I ſuppoſe—what you know Mr. Mortimer? 
pray, ſir—no offence, 1 preſume—was he very 
fond of his wife ? 

a Mortimer, Fond! oh: he had no hope beyond 
a, 

Goſſamer, Poor gentleman !—1 wiſh I was near 
him to comfort him but courage! take courage, 
fir: perhaps it's not yet too late to ſave her—and 
I've a curſed comical head of my own, I can tell 
you—T have! and if, by one of my facetious ſtra- 


tagems, 1 can make 3 butt of Delville, win a Togy 
hea 


— 
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nead of claret, and reſtore Mrs. Mortimer to her 
huſband, why then — come, I'm ſure you'll 
laugh at my jokes then, won't you, fir? 

Mortimer. Nay, nay— tis all in vain. 

| Goſſamer. Not a bit - I'm now going to Wy 
but I'll return inſtantly, and heax him certainly! 
and in the meantime keep clear of the tragic muſe, 

and Laugh—laugh when you can! 

Mortimer, Stay, ſir but one queſtion more, 
and the die is caſt for ever—did you fee them to- 
S ? 

Goſſamer. To be ſure I did - not a half an hour 
ago, I ſaw him on his knees to her; and now, be- 
cauſe they're tete-d- tte nobody tnuſt come near 
him but courage, I ſay - I'll ſave her—l'll re- 
ſtore her to her huſband land if I do not, blame 
my head—(P.tting bis band to his heart) - not my 
heart (putting bis band to bis head) damn this 


wine - (biccups) —poiſon'd, poiſon' dito a certainty 
Exil. 

Mortimer (after a pauſe). n - re- 
ſent 1 it like a man. 

Sambo. Reſent it !—don' t. ihr; for my ſake—if 
my maſter muſt ſuffer, let the law puniſh him. 
Mortimer. What will the law afford .me ?—a 
pecuniary atonement !—and when I've loſt the.only 
treaſure that I cover, will millions purchaſe me a 
moment's peace ?—no—though he ſees I couldn't 
guard her honour, he'll find I've courage to aſſert 


my own — I'll go and- yet hold let me con- 
fider. 


Sando. Ay do, ſir: conſider for ever, rather 
than hurt my dear maſter. 


Mortimer. My boy l- my only child |—ſhould 
it be my lot to fall, what will become of him? — 
his mother is no longer fit to educate him, and 

G3 there- 


[ 
A 


tion 
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therefore let me claim Miſs Gloomly's promiſe 
made to her brother on his death-bed—yes:: that 
ſhall be my! firſt employment, then, expect me, 
Delville - Sambo, you'll find me at yonder 1 inn. 

Sambo. Nay, ſir : but ſuppoſe- you were uſt to 
ſee Mrs. Mortimer b 

Mortimer. See her! what! to be Geleierd, in- 
ſulted, triumph'd over ?—no—ro—l will not con- 
deſcend to let her know my. ſufferings. +. © 

Sambo. Well: but if 1 ſee her, mayn cl men- 


| Mortliner. Mom ſir: do not name ati et 
— (pulling her. pilure from his breaſt) —lince ſhe's 
another's, and I'm no longer privileg d to wear it, 


give her back her picture ahl twas my com- 


panion in many ia cheerleſs hour paſs'd whole 
days in gazing, on its charms ; an(ſteven now, I 
tremble as I look, and tears of pity and of love 


fall, as Þ part with it !—+(weeping and kiſſing : the 
picture). 


Sawmbo. Do- pray, ſir, let me tell her all this. 


Mortimer. No: — but you may ſay, in memory 


of our paſt affect ions, 1'1l keep the bitter ſecret to 


my ſel.— I'll not proclaim her errors to the world: 
tell her, I. may ads but J will not expoſe 
her! ys . — p e 


in the back Scene. 


Enter Mrs. Mon rhüen 7 12 | 
1 Mortimer. Can chis be Mr. Delville 2-4 


can he believe what he affirms ?—1 er his 
addreſſes! I give proof of love'!—oh! he knows 
EO little of my heart as I have known of his—bur I 


begin 
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begin to underſtand him now—the friend breaks 
forth into the lover! and *mongſt the various 
hardſhips of our ſex, I might have known men 
cannot be our friends—they talk of CP) but 
their thoughts are en 


Enter SAMBO, 


Mr. Mortimer. Speak, Sambo—you—you can 
vindicate my innocence—have I even, in the 
ſlighteſt degree, once _ you to n I lov'd 
your maſter, 

Sambo, Don't— don' t aſk. me, ma'am— Tm no 
. 

Mrs. Mortimer. How! do you eonfoire Sn 
me? - oh Heav'ns ! on what grounds am I accus'd? 
— is it becauſe, at his own requeſt, I ſuffer'd him 
to accompany me and my ſon to this place — ſure- 
ly, as my relation and friend from early life, there 
was no great impropriety or proof of love in that? 
is it then, becauſe he perſuaded me to accept 
money from him ? alas! imperious neceſſity com- 
pell'd me, and but for his timely aſſiſtance, I and 
my poor child muſt have been reduc'd to Nag 
and want! 

Sambo. Indeed, madam! 

Mrs. Mortimer. Yes: Mr. eee out of his 
ſmall pay as lieutenant, could remit nothing for 
our ſupport; and his family and my own had 
driven me to n deſpair—but, thank 
Heaven !—not - to. diſhonour'!—(knee/s)—No, 
Mortimer I—if Peake the day we parted, I've been 
untrue to you, in action, word, or thought, 
may I meet the greateſt puniſhment on earth 
wo anger, your diſdain! ig. 
C4 Sambo. 
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Sambo. Dear Yanko ſay, and true he ſay!“ 

it ( finging and dancing) — Then it's all a miſtake 
il all a big, odious, ſcandalous lie—Bleſs my (ow! — 

| how could the report have originated? . 
| Mrs. Mortimer. No doubt in the conceit of A | 
1 coxcomb in your maſter's vanity. 
| N Sambo. And in Miſs Gloomly's ſlander; and, 
1 begging your pardon, ma' am, in your own 
1 thoughtleſſneſs don't be angry —but the world 
ö | Judges by appearances, and when I'm married, 1 
i Mall requeſt of Mrs. Samo & | 
I Mrs. Mortimer. Then the world judges fallely— 
1 Virtue is artleſs, free, and unſuſpicious—' tis only 
11 vice that gloſſes o'er its crimes; and to the truly 

| innocent, the cenſure or applauſe of goſſip tangues 

is equally indifferent but I will go and 
il | Sambo. Go!—lI fay—where will you go to? 

1 Mrs. Mortimer. Alas l I. know-not.. 
if | Sambo. Don't you ?—then I' tell you--you'l 


80 to your huſband. 

Mrs. Mortimer. My Wa oh. the very 
thought revives me the fight. of him is all L haps 
and pray for but ah !—he is far fl. 

Sambo. Far off, is he ?—hcm !—look—who gave 
me this picture? 

Mrs. Mortimer. That! why!” ys the fame 1 gave 
Wh © Mortimer —  - . : INV 
Wi. Sambo, I know. it : and it's the ſame he gave 
1 me no, not five minutes ago and he preſ d it 
bf to his heart, and: kiſs'd it. and now, if you'll. 89 
1 with me, he'll preſs. and kiſs ſomething elſeGQ 
if Mrs. Mortimer. Howl what mean you? 

Sambo. Mean !—that you don't ſuppoſe he'll 
1 | prefer paint and ivory to the pure fleſh and blood 
5 | of the original ?— Come alapgrobe's over the my 
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at the oppoſite inn; and if my maſter could feel 
as I do—if, like me, he knew the pleaſure of bring- 


ing a fond couple together, I'm ſure hel never 
have the heart to part them. 


Enter DELVILLE. 


_ Detville. Heh !—where are you going, ſir ? 
| Sambo. Going, fir !—T was going to deliver this 

lady to her huſband; and I was ſaying, fir, that if 
a man knew the pleaſure of bringing a fond pair 
together 

Detville (pulling Sauno from ber). Begone— 
leave the room this inſtant, fir—and, d'ye hear, 
for your life, don't let us be interrupted. 

Sambo. Not interrupted, fir! 

Delville. No—ſhe has made a dupe of me, at 
I'm reſolv'd to be reveng'd. 

Sambo. Reveng d! 


Delville. Ay: can't you gueſs my meaning ?— 
heark'ye —ſhe and Mortimer ſhall never meet 
again. 

Sambo. Not meet! what! you'd detain her?— 
you'd—(Catches hold f DeLvitls by one bans, 
and points to Mrs, MORTIMER with the other)— 
look at her, fir—ſhe is now innocent !—her huſ- 
band, after a year's abſence, is waiting to embrace 
her !—her and his only child !—leok, I fay, fir; 
and then tell me,. if, even in my uncivilized 
country, a being can be found ſavage enough to 
part them? 

Delville. How again this inſolence have a 
care, or I may find means to eng you back to that 
uncultivated country, 

Sambo. Do :—ſend me where you like—let me 
toil, fret, and be treated like a flave—only don't let 

me 


room, force force ſhall be employ'd 


—— 
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me ſee the maſter of my heart deſcend to actions, 
which will embitter his life and my own for ever! 

Delville. Look'ye, firrah—you but increaſe my 
deſperation; and if you do not inſtantly leave the 


Sambo. Well: I'll fave you the trouble, ſir 
fince my remonſtrances have fail'd, I am nor the 
proper perſon to contend further—what ſhalt 1 do? 
—ſuppoſe I apply to Mr. Mortimer no-no— 
murder will be the conſequence ſuppoſe— gad! 11 
have it lucky, lucky thought. VII go—l'll go. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Stay do not leave me, Sambo. 

Sambo. Don't be afraid maam—my maſter will 
ſoon be put in good-humour :—at all events, I'll 
wait within hearing; for though I know my obedi- 
ence as a ſervant; I'll ſhew him I hav'n t forgot 
my duty as a man! e 8 


4. 


(DeLvitLE lacks the door.) 


Mrs. Mortimer. Heav'ns! what do you mean ? 

Delville (much agitated and laying hold of ber 
hand). Hear me, madam:—you've rais'd a flame 
I cannot now extinguiſh, and ſhould it prove moſt 
fatal to us both, you haye to anſwer for the conſe- 
quences—better than life I love you, and but with 
life I'll part with ou. 
Mrs. Mortimer. How! not pare with 7 

Delville. No Love, uncontrollable Love, ur 
me to the glorious enterpriſe! and let Mortimer 
call me to the field; or make me pay the forfeit of 
the law, in either caſe my lite and fortune ſhall 
anſwer the event. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Your. 7 * ay, Tal 
ever is: the poor wretch who ſteals a purſe 4 
law condemns to death; but the exalted robber, 


who purloins a wife, ant cowardly aſſaſſinates a 
4 huſpband's 
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huſband's peace, pays a ſmall penalty; which, in 
the modiſh circle of his friends, adds to his faſhion 
and eſtabliſhes his fame! but mine's a different 
caſe? 

Delville. Of that I think not; and be the pe- 
nalty or beggary or death, III think my happineſs 
too cheaply bought ere he lays hold of her, and 
ſhe breaks from 8 hope not to Bs A 
the doors are all ſecured. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Secured! unlock them then, 
or I'll expoſe you, fir I- I' call for hel. 

Dielville. That too is uſeleſs: the whole houſe is 
in my intereſt; and thus in my power—thus de- 
ſerted by the world 

Mrs. Mortimer chieeling to him). Oh! for 
mercy, Mr. Delville ou once called yourſelf "= 
friend ! 

Deville. That time is EY at preſent I'm not 
quite maſter of my reaſon; and, if you wiſh to 
ſave me or yourſelf, accompany me abroad— 
leave Mortimer for ever. 

Mrs. Mortimer (riſing). No: I'd rather die a 
thouſand deaths, than -raiſe one bluſh in a loy'd 
huſband's cheek? _- 

Delville (laying hold of her forcibly), Then I will 
force you F 

Coſſamer (without). Help! murder! thieves! || 

Delville. S'death ! what interruption 's this? 1 

Goſſamer (without). Murder! the door! open | 
the door, Delville.—(GossaMEeR Kicks open the door 
in back ſcene and enters; his hair is diſordered ; 
his waiſt coat open, and he holds a handkerchief to 
his fide, ſpotted with blood; in his other hand @ 
piſtol.)— Support me! lead me to a chair! oh! 
oh ! oh I—(DELVILLE and Mrs, MORTIMER N 
boos in a dead ): 
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Mrs. Mortimer. Mercy! what's the matter, far ? 
Gofſamer. Aſk no queſtions; a ſurgeon get a 
ſurgeon directly. I'm wounded, and in your cauſe, 
e e n not joking now, Ned? (tries 
i ſhew his wound, but feeling pain, Juageniy * his 


handkerchief to bis fide again.) 


.Delville, Poor fellow how he bleeds 1 
where did this happen, George? 
Goſſamer. Down ſtairs - with, the eben the 


Sons of Friendſhip, Ned—] thought to, paſs a 


quiet day in their harmonious ſociety; -but dinner 
was hardly on table, when one amicable gentle- 
man knocked another down —on which—ugh ! 
(Feels pain, and puts his hand to bis fide.) 1 

ee S'life! and did you take Te in their 
diſpu 
. What could 1 do? one muſt be 
ſociable, you know; and I kept cool, till I heard 
you call'd a ſcoundrel and a ſeducer!—then, Ned, 
1 gave the he: and then the preſident, who, out 
of pure friendſhip, carries loaded piftols in his 
pocket, forc'd one into my hand—another into 
my antagoniſt's; and we fir'd till—ugh ! ſtop this 
red fea—ſome lint—ſome ſtypric—or 1 laint— 
1 die! 

Mrs. Mortimer. In my room chere a medicine 

cheſt I'll get it directly. 

Delville. Hold, madam: you muſt not ſtir! 

Go//amer. Not ſtir what, you are one of the 
Sons of Friendſhip, are you, Ned ?—however, I 
won't=die for any of you—ſo—PÞ'Ill get it—T'll— 
( Raiſes Himſelf up, but exhauſted by the effort, falls 
back in the chair.) 

 Detville. Zounds! was there ever any thing ſo 


_ unfortunate ? well, well—compoſe yourſelf, George 


I'm get what you require, and return inſtantly—- 
inſtantly, 
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inſtantly, madam :—( Looking and frowning at Mrs. 
Na hope nothing from my abſence. 
(Exit at. ſtage door.) 
 Goſſamer. Is ſie gone, ma'am ? 

Mrs. Mortimer. He fis: and will ſoon bring you 
aſſiſtance: and you won't—you won't die, (ir. 

' Gofſamer.. Yes: I ſhall—T ſhall die, ma'am ; 
but (changing his voice and countenance) it will 
be with laughing—ha! hal- there I had you, 8 
Delville. 

. Mrs. Mortimer. What! don't you bleed, fir? 

Goſſamer. Yes, freely of claret; but not a drop 
of blood! and I can afford it, for I've won a whole 
hogſhead by the frolic but, we're loſing time 
go to that door—Sambo, who told me of your 
ſituation, is waiting to conduct you to your huſ- 
band—go, and for the fright I've occaſion'd you, 
pray. pardon me: I wiſh to laugh, but never at 
the expence of diſtreſs like yours. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Sir, I'm all gratitude. 

Goſſamer. Nay, nay: I'm amply paid, and-— 
Zounds! here's the butt again—here's Delville !-— 
J muſt let the red ſea flow on (ts in the charr as 
beſore) - mum! look out for Sambo. 


Re. enter DELVILLE with a phial and lint. 


Delville, So- now I think on't this may be one 
of his tricks. - Come, ſhew me your wound, 
George ? 
 Goſſamer. Softly—kneel down, ing vou'll have 
a better view.—(DELViLLE Kneels.)—Now's your 
time (de to Mrs. MoRTIMER.—Here Gos- 
SAMZR covers DELVILLE's face with bis waiſs- 
coat: Sauno appears at a door in back ſcene, 
beckoning to Mrs. MoRTIMER, and ſbe walks 

trembiingly 
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tremblingly towards him)—Do you ſee any thing 
now ?—(Still covering his face, and Mrs. MoR- 


' TIMER getting nearer door.) * 


Dielville. No; nothing, fir. 
(Here Mrs. MORTIMER exit with SAMBO, claſping 
Her hands, all gratitude to GOSSAMER; who, 
. Jeeing ſhe is gone, jumps up, puts his handkerchief 
in his pocket, and buttons his waiſtcoat.) 
 Gofſamer. Then, do you ſee any thing now? 
Huzza there's a hoax for you! 

Delville. Confuſion ! where's Mrs. Mortimer? 

' ' Goſſamer. Where's my hogſhead of claret ?— 
why, Ned! this beats the attorney! | 

Delville. S'death and ſhame! T'll purſue her 
Pl overtake, and bring her back again. 

Goſſamer (holding him). What! and trouble me 
to make you a butt again? - She is by this time 
fafe with her huſband ! and now, Ned—now isn't 
mine a moral ſyſtem ?—a ſentimental fellow would 
have ſhot you for your bad conduct but I laugh 
you out of it: I let you live and reform! and if 
you will but copy the example of your honeſt 
negro, you'll enjoy that cheerfulneſs a good con- 
ſcience can alone ſecure you, 

Delville. Pſhal | have done with you—from 
this moment, farewell ! and, were you not beneath 
my reſentment, you ſhould hear from me. 

 Gofſamer. And ſhan't I hear from you ?—won't 
you ſend me the claret, Ned? won't you act like a 
man of honour ? 

Delville. You talk of honour ! you ! a needy, 


 Gofſamer, There! there's more of the old cant 
again: becauſe I'm faſhionable, I can't be honor- 
able ?—Oh, Ned! Ned! get rid of all your vulgar 
prejudices, and wherever you find virtue and merit, 
whether 
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whether in the rich or the poor, the peer or the 

peaſant, learn to reſpect and admire them: ſo, good 
night; and if you purſue Mrs. Mortimer again, be 
ſure I'll let the red ſea flow again Oh! I'm 
dying! dying! there don't you ſee any thing 
now? —(mimicking)—ha! ha! dam'me, there's a 
hoax for you! (Exeunt ſeparately.) 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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SCENE. -A Street in RicyumonD, 


Enter Miſs GLoomLY and Doxor x. 


Miſs Gloomly. Amazement! Mortimer arriv'd, 
and not yet ſue for a divorce ? 
Dorothy. No, madam : not half an hour ago I 


met him coming out of the Red Lion, and though 
he thank'd you for your letter, and acknowledged 


the truth of it's contents. 


Miſs Gloomly. What though he 1s convinc'd 
of his wife's falſehood ? 

Dorothy. Ay, madam : though he is ſatisfied ſhe 
has elop'd with Mr. Delville : get, notwithſtanding 
all this, Mr. Mortimer won't hear of a divorce | 

Miſs Gloomly, Brute! idiot! and did he ſend 
no meſſage, Dorothy ? 


Dorethy. None, madam: and when I aſk'd him 


if this was treatment for the author of Artemeſia, the 


Victim of Senſibility, and the Confuſions of the 


Miſs Gloomly. Effuſions, girl! how often muſt 


I correct you ?—Effuſions of the Soul, beſides 


elegies, ſonnets, and other pathetic and moral pub- 
lications !—Well! and what did he lay then, 


Dorothy ? 


Dorothy. Nothing, ma'am: he turn'd upon his 
heel and left me, 


14% 
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Mifs Gloomly. Did he ?—In addition to my other 
wrongs, did he treat my writings with contempt f 
then I'll be reveng'd—Delville has ruin'd him in 
love, and I'll ruin him in fortune Il marry his 
vncle directly. 

Dorothy. What, marry the rich ſtockbroker, 
ma'am ? 

Miſs Gloomly, Yes: Þll wk through my 
awful vow of celibacy, and accept the long prof- 
fer'd hand of Mr. Bonus —go while I'm in the 
humour, Dorothy—go find him, and be the herald 
of approaching love | 

Dorothy. Oh! this will put Mr. Mortimer far - 
ever in your pow'r—T'll 80 find the little citizen 
directly. © a 

Miſs Gloomly. Citizen, Dorothy? 

Dorothy. Nay, don't be angry, ma' am! but 
you muſt acknowledge, though Mr. Bonus pro- 
feſſes to be a complete country, ſquire, yet in fact 
he is as errand a cockney as ever heard Bow bells! 

Miſs Gloomly. Nonſenſe, girl! isn't Mr. Bonus 

always abuſing the thick fogs of Cheupſide, and 
praiſing the pure breezes of Surry! 25 

Dorothy. Ves: and, when in Surry, where does 
he enjoy thoſe pure e ene le but in card- 
rooms, billiard- rooms, and ball- rooms? Except 
in the road to his villa, does he ever ſee a green 
tree; or, what's worſe, though he has liv'd ten 
years at the bottom of Richmond- hill, has he once 
been on the top of it !—No, no—he is one of 
thoſe who lead a London life in the country: —and 
ſee ! here he comes, warm from the Stock Ex- 
change! Now, now you may diſcloſe the welcome 
tidings yourſelf, madam ? 

Miſs Gloomly. I diſeloſe !—oh, fie, fie, Dorothy! 
Have you no pity- for a tender ſpinſter ? Have you 

D | nu 


by the bye is in her thirtieth edition tell him, 


hot, that ſeveral ladies fainted. 
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no mefcy on my maiden bluſhes? No: be you 
my herald, whilſt I'll go home and prepare for his 
reception: but obſeree: Dorothy, I will accept 
him only on condition that he never forgives or 
even ſees Mortimer but at my exprels deſire: 
tell him this, and then, as Artemeſia ſays — who, 


To-morrow's Sun gives Dian to his arms, 


For rage has triumph'd over love's alarms ! 
[ Exif. 


Enter Bonus and CosTLY,—(DoroTHY retires up 
the ſlage.) 


Bonus. Now, why Coſtly—why will you be 
aſking queſtions about ſtocks and the Stock Ex- 
change, when you know I come out of town to 
be quiet and ruſticate, and, in ſhort, to paſs my 
time in a paſtoral, ſhepherd- like manner, 

Coſtly. Well: but 1 want to buy ſome long 
annuities, Mr. Bonus. 

Bonus, Pſhal we're not in Change Alley - not in 
that feveriſh, ſhopkeeping place, London, now : — 
no, we're in the country : and now for rural intel- 
ligence—firſt, the afſembly—what ſort of a ball had 
you laſt Monday? 

Coſtly. . ſir: — and fo 


Bonus. There now! and I not amongſt them! 
—] all the time ſnuffing the ſmoky air of London: 
— plague on it !—and cards—had you many card- 
tables, Coſtly ? 

Coſtly. Above a dozen, fir :—and the Quadrille 
party didn't break up till (ix in the morning. 
Bonus. There again! not till fix in the morning? 
Now do all J can, there's no keeping theſe delight- 
55 0h 
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ful hours in the city land Miſs Gloomly—that 
cruel unrelenting maiden—was Miſs Gloomly 
amongſt them? 

Dorothy (advancing and curtſeying). Nay, if you 
knew all, Mr. Bonus, you wouldn't call her cruel, 
I'm ſure, 

Bonus. Not cruel, Dorothy |—why hasn't ſhe 
for ten long years been the omnium of my affec- 


tions? —haven't I doated on her for her love of re- 


tirement?—ador'd her for her unexampled chaſ- 
tity? - Bot where is ſhe ?—will ſhe take a rural 
walk with me ?—will ſhe go ſhopping, or to the 
library, or to the box-office of the theatre? 

Dorothy. Theatre!—ah! you're a happy man, 
Mr. Bonus—ſhe'll not only accompany you to the 
theatre, but to church! 

Bonus. A church! 

Dorothy. To relieve you at once : from your ſuf- 
penſc, ſhe relents ! 

Bonus. Relents, Dorothy? 

Dorothy. Ves: partly in conſideration of your 
long attachment; but chiefly at my inſtigation, 


ſhe conſents to become Mrs. Bonus whenever you 


pleaſe. 

Bonus. Become Mrs. Bonus LEG di di, ti 8 
(pulling out his chitterlin, drawing up his head, 
&c.)—am | at laſt the choſen ſhepherd ?—ti di 
di di! 

Dorothy. Stop: there is a condition annex'd— 
your nephew Mortimer is arrived, and has be- 
hav'd ſo ill to my miſtreſs, that ſhe inſiſts you. never 
receive him without her permiſſion? 

Bonus. Granted—he had before offended me by 
marrying a woman without ſtock; but now, 
Coy; we'll have ſuch a wedding — ſuch a fete 

D 2  champeire ! 
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chanjpitre —I'n invite the whole county: and may 
I buy in at ninety, and ſell out at fifty, if I ever 
enter the bills of mortality again. 

Dorothy. That's right, fr: and alſo give up 
your ſummer excurſions to Margate — for my part, 
I can't bear the ſea. 

Bonus. No more can I: but when I go to Mar- 
gate, it's for the ſake of the raffling, the dancing, 
and the card-playing!—and what with being in the 

rooms all the morning and in the libraries all the 
evening , cucſe me if I think Jever ſaw the ſea ! 
Coftty y. Go to Margate and not ſee the ſea l— 
ha! ha! 
Bonus. No: if a man want alt water, can't 
he have it in London? isn't there ſea-bathing in 
the Thames, you blockhead ?—But ſhew the way, 
Dorothy —ſhew me to your divine miſtreſs : and 

when we're married, how the cards of invitation 
will fly about !—<** Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins's com- 
pliments !?— —and © Mr, and Mrs. Bonus's com- 
pliments nothing but routes, balls, and galas : 4 
Sch! who would live in London, when ſuch are 
the joys of the country I—lead to Diana 

N «© Gvardian angels,” &c. 

"NF [Exit ec hace whs and CosSTLY following. 
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ScENE—4 View near RicuMonD. 


Enter Mrs. MoRTiMER, EMILY, and CHARLES, 


Emily. Avoid: forſake you !—why, Mr. Golſ- 
ſamer alu d me you had eſcap'd from that wretch 
Delville, and were now ſafe under Mortimer s pro- 
tection. A 

Mrs. Martimer. And ſo J hopld to be; but when 

'T arriv'd at the inn, where Sambo expected to find 
him, 
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him, he was gone !—and, would. you believe it, 


Emily ?—all the conſolation that a long lov'd huſ- 


band left me, was this letter: —read, read, and 
pity me. 


Emily (reads). 


Madam, 

e“ The circumſtances under which I found you 
« with Mr. Delville, and the acknowledgment of 
e your guijt made by honeſt Sambo, has fo con- 
« firm'd the charges in Miſs Gloomly's letter, that 
ce you mult be ſenſible we can never meet again.” 


What, ſhe has ſlander'd and defam'd you? 

Mrs. Mortimer. She has: ſhe wrote to him at 
Gibraltar : —but go on. 

Emily (reads). 


* 


« And as the ſight of our child would only 


« heighten my affliction, and you are no longer in 


« a ſituation to educate him, let Miſs Gloomly 
fulfil her promiſe made to your father on his 


0 


A 


ce death-· bed Should Mortimer and his wife be 
« reduc'd to diſtreſs or ſeparation, I ſolemnly 
ce pledge my ſelf to become a parent to their child: — 


ce theſe were her words, and that hour is now ar- 
& riv'd -I would ſay more, but 'tis impoſſible, 


« Henry MORTIMER,” 


Here's blindneſs and credulity !—and Miſs 
Gloomly—this cenſorious, ſJanderous—but it's 
always the caſe—out of ten ſcandalous ſtories, nine 
are ſure to be invented by old maids. | 

Mrs. Mortimer, And Sambo too!—he to 
take a part againſt me l but I ſuppole he dar'd 
not vindicate ! my character, for fear of criminating 
his maſter's — then ſhould Delville impriſon Mor- 
timer for the debt 1 owe Aim, or ſhould a duel be 
the reſult———— 


D 3 Emily. 
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Emily. Nay, don't make it worſe than it is — 
ler' sgo directly in ſearch of Mortimer. 
Mr. Mortimer. Alas! I know not where to find 
him—and, therefore, to ſhew I'm not the diſ- 


obedient wife he thinks me—to give the ſtrongeſt 


proof of duty and affect ion, I'M inftantly obey his 
orders I deliver my boy to his new parent 
I'll part with this, the only comfort that is left me. 

(Xing CHaRLEs.) 

Emily. How! part with him ? 

Mrs. Mortimer. Ay, Emily: is it not enough to 
ſeparate me from himſelf, but he muſt alſo tear me 
from his image !—ungenerous Mortimer I bur, 


when we do meet, he ſhall at leaſt acknowledge 1 


can remember him, though he has forgotten me. 
Emily, Nobly reſolv'd—and in the meantime, 
if Mortimer can be found— 


Enter GOSSAMER. 


Goſſamer. Mortimer found !—that's out of the 
veſtion—he's elop'd—he's run away now, and the 
claret and the red ſea flow'd for nothing !—but 
that's for future thoughtr—Bonus's marriage! 
there's the firſt object. | 

Emily. My guardian's marriage! 

Goſſamer. Les: he hes contcuted: and Miſs 
Gloomly—the crying philoſopher—ſhe has con- 
fented—but mum !—the moſt material ting Is 
wanting—I haven't conſented. | 

Emily (to Mrs. MokrIMER). Now, my life 
on't, ſhe marries him on purpole to make you and 
Mortimer bankrupts in fortune as well as in 


love. 


Goſſamer. That's it—that' s the condizion in the 
ſettlement Mortimer and his family are never to 


get 
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get a ſhilling !—and you, Emily—ſhe is ſuch an 
enemy of yours, that you are never to get a huſ- 
band. —Dorothy told me the whole buſineſs—bur, 
as I ſaid before, George Goſſamer hasn't conſented. 

Emily. Pſha! what ſignifies your not con- 
ſenting ? | TD 

Goſſamer. What! every thing—heark'ye !— 
hasn't Miſs Gloomly depriv'd this lady of her 
huſband, by writing a moſt ſlanderous letter? 

Emily. She has. 

Goſſamer. Very well: then if | deprive her of 
her huſband by writing another ſlanderous letter, 
won't it be a fair retort, and prove that the 
Jaughing philoſopher is a match for the crying 
one ? 

Emily. It will: but you don' [ underfland ſcandal 
well enough —— _ 

Goſſamer. Don't I?—can't I write old Bonus 
word, „ that there are certain reaſons for a certain 
marriage—and that at a certain little cottage, 
there's a certain little chubby, roſy, ſturdy”— 
hem !—oh—leave me alone for hoaxing the old 
maid !—and now, Emily—now for the lite vulgar 
citizen (going). 

Emily. Vulgar citizen I nay, Mr. Geltwwer; 
pleaſe to recollect I was born and educated in the 
city 

Gofſamer. Well: and ſuppoſe you were, Emily? 

Emily. Then, fay what you like, fir; but I'm 
ſure there are a great many faſhionable people who 
live the other ide Temple. Bar. 

Goſſamer. True: ſo there are: for the Fleet, the 
Poultry-Compter, and moſt of the ſpunging houſes 
are on the other ſide of Temple-Bar I but now to 
dip my pen in ſcandal—now to fight Miſs Gloomly 
with her own weapons—and, chat victory ſecure, 
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depend on't, I'll find Mortimer and laugh him out 
of his ſuſpicions. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Generous man! I wiſh I knew 
how to repay your kindneſs ? 

Goſſamer. Do you ?—it's eaſily done: the next 
time we meet, let me ſee the ſmile on my coun- 
tenance reflected on yours; for ſo far from wiſhing 
to have the joke to myſelf, believe me, I'm never 
grave but when my friends are ſo.—So adieu! 

[ Exit, 

Mrs. Mortimer. Pray Heaven he may ſucceed, 
for this marriage will undo us all l- but yonder I ſee 
Miſs Gloomly entering her houſe—come, Charles, 
Jet us loſe no time 1n executing your father's wiſhes. 
— Sweet boy! and ſhall we meet no more ?—am 

I in a little hour to loſe both child and huſband ? 
Emily. Don't, don't deſpair:— I'll go and make 


every inquiry after Mortimer, and when I find 


him I'll ſo lecture him- 
Mrs. Mortimer. Nay, do not blame him—he is 


deceiv'd, my friend and, though the cauſe of my 
unhappineſs, I ſtill muſt feel for his—yes, Emily, 


ſpite of his cruelty though he for ever ſhuns 


e e ſnall my conſtancy be ſo exemplary, that 


I will rather welcome poverty or death than 
wound his honour or diſgrace my child. | Exeant, 


SCENE,—An apartment at Miſs GLOOMLY's— 


glaſs doors leading to a garden—an arm chair 


turn'd half round-—a ſettee, and a large table, 


Enter Mrs. MORTIMER, CHARLES, aud à Servant. 


Servant. Madam, I'll deliver your meſſage to 
Miſs Gloomly 1mmediately, [| Exit into garden. 
5 Mrs. 
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4 Mrs, Mortimer. Well, Charles: do you know 
that we muſt part? —do you know that you are to 
live here, now? 

Charles. Live here, ma'? | 

Mrs. Mortimer. Alas! *tis your father's orders 
— he thinks me unworthy of ſo dear a charge, and 
Miſs Gloomly is bound by a folemn vow to be a 
mother to you. 

Charles. How! Miſs Gloomly my mother ? 

Mrs. Mortimer. Ay: twas her brother's dying 
requeſt—ſhe is pledg'd to adopt you; and that 
tender appellation, which hitherto alone belong'd 
to me, mult now be transfer'd ro my enemy, 

Charles. What! and muſt I call her mother 
then? „ . 

Mrs. Mortimer. Y our father wills it ſo; and, ſpite 
of his unkindneſs, we much have no wiſh or 
thought that is not his. - 
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Nes enter Servant. 
Servant. Madam, Miſs Gloomly ſays ſhe is 
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: much ſurpris'd at your viſit; and, I'm ſorry to add, 
: declines the pleaſure of ſeeing you, 
: Mrs. Mortimer. How! can ſhe 


Servant. That was her meſſage, ma'am ! 

Mrs. Mortimer. Unfeeling, perſecuting woman! 
does ſhe thus fulfil her promiſe—and to ſuch a 
benefactor? - my father left her all that he poſ- 
ſeſs' d; and though he died in anger with his 

daughter, yet for this little one, who never wrong'd 
him, he charg'd her to adopt him when requir'd— 
and is this her gratitude?—1'l] not believe 1t!—Pl 
hear her refuſal from her own mouth l ſhew me 


to her—nay, I inſiſt—(gozrg), 
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Charles. What! ſhan't I go with you, ma'? 

Mrs. Mortimer. No, my child; your ſtate of 
health will little bear fatigue. 

Charles. Dear! I'm fo ſorry, and ſo weary— 
indeed, and indeed I may call Miſs Gloomly mo- 
ther, but I ſhall never love her half ſo well as I do 
you. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Sweet boy! Git thers; and be com- 
poſed—(krſes him): don't be unhappy, Charles, 


for though the world deſerts us, whilſt J have 


hands to labour, ſpirits to aſſiſt, and pride to en- 
courage me, you ſhan't want protection or ſupport, 
I promiſe jou places CHARLEs in the arm chair, 
and exit with bong 


Enter Goss AMER. 


(CHarLts falls afleep in the chair, which FOE 
turn'd round he remains unſeen.) 


Goſſamer. So, through Dorothy“ s intereſt, here 


Jam] and if I don't break off this deteſtable mar- 


riage, the Mortimers loſe their fortune, Emily loſes 
her huſband, and I loſe thirty thouſand pounds 


but here it is— (producing a letter)—here's ſlander 


for ſlander, Miis Gloomly ; and I defy all the old 
maids in Europe to ſtuff more ſcandal into one 


epiſtle—1I'}l drop it in the little Stockbroker's way, 
and if I can but get him 2ete-a-74te—here he 


comes, and only Dorothy with him !—now for it 
— (drops the letter) — there it is ! —and I 'Il bet any 
entleman a hogſhead of claret, that the Sons of 
Friendſhip didn't make a greater laughing ſtock of 
Delville, than this letter will of the crying philoſo- 

pher ! but mum! mult obſerve. 
(Retires up the ſtage.) 


Enter 
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Enter Bonus and DoroTay. 


Bonus, I tremble as I tread on this chaſte 
ground !—bur go and announce me—ſay the fond 
ſhepherd is come to give her his hand, his heart, 
his fortune! 

Dorothy, I will: but remember the condition 
you are to diſinherit Mr. Mortimer 

Bonus. Granted any thing —evcry thing—only 
let me be lord and maſter of the ſainthke Miss 
Gloomly! (DoroTay exit.) Ah! this it is, to 
marry out of London to ſclect a ſweet innocent 
country maiden, who is as much a pattern of rural 
ſimplicity as myſelf !—(kicks againſt the letter) — 
What's here ?—(zakes it up)—a letter directed to 
Miſs Gloomly ! and open !—Ail her correſpondents 
muſt be people of ſenſe and morality I I've a great 
mind to take a peep at it !—I will !—for I'm ture 
it will inſtruct and improve me. ( Reads.) 

« My divine Dian !—my angelic Mils Gioom- 
Cc ly! ** 

Oh, from a female I ſoppoſe? (Reads on. yi 


{© | have juſt receiv'd your letter, informing me of 
« your fatal marriage with an old waddling ſtock- 
« broker, call'd Bonus!“ 


Upon my word, whoever you are, I' m very much 
oblig'd to you. (Reads on.) 


« and if the poſtſcript hadn't convinc'd me that our 
« former intimacy was to continue, I'd have blown 
c him, you, and mylelf into a thouſand ALOMS !— 
«© my ſoul's in a conflagration!“ 


and fo is mine, I'm ſure, (Reads on.) 


ce but that ſatisfies me; and though Fortune croſſes 
„ us, and Hymen parts us, yet Venus, Cupid, 
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« and another little boy, will for ever bind us in 
© adamantine chains!“ 


Venus, Cupid, and another little boy! —mercy on 


_ me!—who can write ſuch—(/ooks at the letler)— 
« George Goſſamer.“ —Blefs my ſoul !—why, can 


Miſs Gloomly be acquainted with ſuch a ſurely 
ſhe could never admit him under this immaculate 
roof. — (Here GossaMER ſteals towards ſtage door, 
and tries to open it—Bonus ſees him, and Gossa- 
MER aſſumes much embarraſſment.)—Haeaven defend 
me !—why there he is, and trying to ſteal off un- 
perceiv'd I Very well, Mr. Goflamer—] ſee you, 
{fir—]T fee you. 
Coſſamer. No, you don' tl you don't ſee me, 
(Trying to eſcape, Box us lays hold of him.) 

Bonus. Heark'ye, fir; —pheugh !—I'm as hot 
as if I were in he Stock Exchange !—in one word 
what brought you here, fir ? 

Goſjamer ( Pill aſſuming embarraſſment). Not the 
divine Dian, 0 my honour, not the divine 
Dian. 

Bonus. There! he denies it, and that only 


dovbles my ſuſpicions and this letter, fir—to 
whom did you write this letter? — and how dare 


you call me an old waddling ſtockbroker ? 


Goſſamer. That letter, fir ! —I didn't write that 


is, I did write, but but —— 

Bonus. But what, fir 

Gofſamer. It's a joke—only a joke, upon my 
ſou), ſir. 

Bonus. D—n me if 1 think it is a joke—and 
were I not convinc'd that Miſs Gloomly was as in- 


nocent and chaſte as—(GosSaMER /aughs, and 


pretends to conceal it by putting his hand before his 
mouth)—why hat do you grin at, you chuckling? 


—is ſhe not all maiden purity ? all rural ſimpliciry | . 


—all 
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all- (Goss Au ER laughs and pretends to conceal it 
again) —Oh, ho! then the divine Dian ſhall: her- 
{elf give me an explanation !—T'll go and | 
eee (/fopping him). Don' (—ſtay where you 
are. Zounds! if they meet, all's ruin'd—(afide.) 
Bonus. Stand off —['II bring her to confront you; 
and if I find you have belied her—if your inſinu- 
ations about Venus, Cup:d, and anorher little boy 
prove falſe and ſlanderous, your life your life 
(here in his rage he runs againſt the arm chair, and 
CHARLES tumbles out of it) now who the devil's 
this? 
Goſſamer. Mum it's Cupid. 
Bonus (laying hold of CHARLES). Speak directly, 
you young what do you do here? 
Charles, Oh Lord! don't hurt me—I'm wait- 
ing for my mother. 
Bonus. And who is your rainher' ? 
Charles, Who? —why——oh, | recolle&—Miſs 
Gloomly is my mother. 
Bonus. There | there's rural ſimplicity for you | ? 
—now, fir—do you call it a Joke now ? 


Gofſamer. No—now I ſee it's no joking matter. 


— me, I've been hoax'd myſelf here (aide). 


But ſhe comes !—now behave like a gentleman 


—recollect the delicacy of the ſubject, and ſay 
nothing, but retire with dignity. 


Enter from the garden Miſs GLooMLy and Mrs. 
MoRTIMER. 


| Miſs Gloomly ( ſpeaking to Mrs. MorRTiMER as 
be enters). It don't ſignify— I'll never forgive 
Mortimer, befriend you, or adopt the boy !—fo 
the ſooner you leave my houſe oh, my dear 


In- 
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intended !—( /eeing Bonus then looking at Gos- 
SAMER)—ſome friend I ſuppoſe—fir ! 

( Curtſies to GoSSAMER, who bows in return.) 
Mrs. Mortimer. Madam, I ſhall not intrude —— 
Miss Gloomly ( flopping Mrs. MokRri MER). No; 

—þpray ſtay and witneſs my triumph, and your 
perfidious huſband's ruin!—now obſervefirſt, Mr. 
Bonus, here's my picture Ia pledge of future af- 
fection and ſpare a maiden's bluſhes I declare 


I'm fo aſham'd - (Holding up her fan). 


Gofſamer (20h ;pering her). There's no occa- 
ſion !—he won't expoſe you. 
Miſs Gloomly. Not expoſe me !—oh—he won't 


have the wedding public, I ſuppoſe—well! as you 


pleaſe, Mr. Bonus, ſince thofe irreſiſtible powers 


 Hymen and Cupid have decreed it. (Bod us Jooks 


up at her and moves towards door BoN us looks at 
her, then at GoSSAMER, who holds down his head, 


pretending ſhaine and confuſion. )—W hy the ſooner 


the marriage takes place the better for us both 
(Boxus exit)—and therefore, Mr. Bonus, if you 
(looks up, and, ſeeing he is gone, leis the picture 


fall)—mercy !—why where is he gone? 


Goſſamer (pointing to CHARLES). Aſk Cupid — 


ha! | ha! ha ! ! 


Miſs Gloomly. YEP s what is all this? do you 
know who l am, fir? 

Goſſamer. The crying philoſopher ! 

Miſs Gloomly. And who are you, fir ? 

Goffamer, The laughing philoſopher ! 

Miſs Gloomiy. Oh, this is ſome trick - ſome im- 
poſition! and Ul follow him, and have it all ex- 


plain? d before he leaves the houſe-- Mrs. Mor- 
timer, you'll not forget the debt I told you of; 


and for your ſon and you alſo, Mr. Laughing 
1 Philo- 
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Philoſopher—unleſs you can leave off grinning and 
ſmiling —— 


Gamer. Excuſe me—it's impoſſible. 
Miſs Gloomly. Impoſſible read my works, and 
then ſee if it's impoſſible LExit. 
Gofſamer. Is that your ſon ? 


Mrs. Mortimer. Yes, fir, this is the deſerted 
Charles Mortimer. 


Goſſamer. Mortimer! why he ſaid he belong'd 
to Miſs Gloomly—egad ! you begin hoaxing by 


times, my little hero. 


Mrs. Mortimer, That fault is mine—l bid him 


call her by the tender name of parent—but this 


debr—ſhould ſhe as well as Delville perſecute 
Mortimer: 


W And this wedding this moſt tragical 
wedding !=-ſhe'll explain every thing to Bonus 


| he'll find out the boy is young Mortimer, and then 


he'll return—and then—(zreads on picture, and 
Picks it up)—her picture here—ay : he'll not re- 
fuſe this vinegar fac'd picture a ſecond time. 

Mrs. Mortimer, No: all's loſt ! for ever loſt ! 

Gofſamer, Loſt !—glife !—rouſe, Goſſamer, 
rouſe ! are you to be beat by novices ?—and if ever 
two characters deſerv'd being trick'd and out- 
witted, it is an old maid who invents falſe reports, 
and a ſtockbroker who lives by them !—let me 
ſee his ſuſpicions are already rais'd, and if I can 
but confirm them -—— 

Mrs. Mortimer. *Tis all in vain—let us be 
gone. 

Gofſamer. I've hit it !—hit it already—(zakes a 
picture out of his pocket)—here's my own picture, 
painted for Emily ; and look — (rr ies it in the caſe 
which holds Miſs GLOOMLY'S Picture) —it S the ſame 
fize—it fits exactly. 


Mrs. 
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48 LAUGH WHEN YOU CAN. 
Mrs. Mortimer, So JI perceive=but what will 


that avail? 
Goſſamer. Every thing! every thing! and you, 
Mortimer, and my little crying philoſopher here, 
Hall all laugh and be happy ſtill come — I'll fee 


you down ſtairs, and then return and make that 
ſettee my place of meditation !—there I'll ſtay, 
till the marriage is diſſolv'd or celebrated—and 


they may abuſe me if they like - they may ſay I'm 
a mountebank —a Merry Andrew—a buftoon !— 
while I can laugh and ſerve my friends, I care not 
what they call me! [ Exeuns. 


END OF THE THIRD AC. 
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ACT Iv. 


SCENE. View of Ricyumond, be Hill, River, 
Bridge, c. 


Enter DELVILLE and two Bailiffs. 


Delville. So, you've got the warrant, you ſay—a 
warrant to arreſt Henry Mortimer for five hundred 
pounds at the ſuit of Edward Deville. 

Bailiff. Here it is, fir. 

Delville. Away then and impriſon him, and 
I'll make one more effort to ſecure his wife: hilſt 
1 can keep them ſeparate, the chance of my ſucceſs 
is tenfold—away !—and yet, I don't know why, but 
I'm ſo tortur'd with contending paſſions, that 

Bailiff. Look, fir! Mr. Mortimer is coming 
this way. 


Delville. He is: my happy and triumphant 
rival comes !—that thought alone removes my 
ſcruples—love bears down all before it, and there- 

fore do your duty, fellows ; — ſtay —Miſs Gloomly' 8 
with him ;—this way, and watch your opportunity 


quick — quick — (25% retire up ſtage, and exeunt). 


Enter MoxTiMzs and Miſs GLoowLy. 


Miſs Gloomly. I adopt him !—a little impudent 
urchin II declare when I think of his and that 
wretch Goſſamer's ſcandalous inſinuations 


E Mortimer. 
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Mortimer, No matter—will you be a parent to 
my boy? 
Miſs Gloomly. I a parent! there again—all in 
the ſame ſcurrilous ſtory I find! but know to 


your confuſion, Mr. Bonus is ſatisfied : and the 


marriage, which will for ever ruin you and your 
runaway wife, is to take place this very night. 


Mortimer. Have a care, madam : no reflec- 
tions on Mrs, Mortimer—1I am the perſon ſhe has 


wrong'd, not you; and [I'll ſuffer no one to re- 
proach her but myſelf! 5 
Mis Gloomly. So- I thought this would be the 


caſe: —like other fond eaſy huſbands, you'll forgive 


the pretty penitent, and take her home again. 
Mortimer. Forgive her! - never: think me not 


ſo loſt to every delicate and manly feeling !—a. 


daughter or a lifter, after long penitence, may for 
an indiſcretion be forgiven :— but a wife! a mo- 


ther! ſhall ſhe be pardon'd, and partake a huſband's 


bleſſing and a child's embrace? - no; the virtuous 
wife can have no more: and if all good and evil is 
confounded thus, how can we hope for inno- 
cence ! 

Miſs Gloomly. The very words my Artemeſia 
ſays, and I'm glad you profit by my writings, and 
reflect and diſcriminate - 

Mortimer, I do diſcriminate: and were it only 
for example fake, I'd ſcorn to countenance ſuch 
growing evils - but much is to be done, and that 


moſt ſpeedily :—my boy ! he firſt muſt be diſpos'd 


of—and for this daſtard Delville, who has detain'd 
me in this neighbourhood, and cowardly declines an 
anſwer to my challenge, of him, I'll think no 
more—there 1s another and more certain remedy-— 
farewel! 


Miſs 
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Miſs Gloomly. Why, where are you going, fir ? 


Mortimer. Firſt to my v=cle :—nat to implore 


aſſiſtance for myſelf, but for that child whom you 


ſo cruelly deſert: and ſince your hour of com- 
punction will arrive, let me point out how you can 
make atonzment !—your niece—(taking ber hand) 
my poor unfortunate Maria! you may pardon 
her, though her huſband never can (weeping). 

Miſs Gloomly, I pardon her? 
Mortimer. Yes: and ſhould ſhe fly from her 
betrayer, or ſhould he, villain-like, ths her, 
don't let her again want an aſylum, I implore you! 
and when ſhe aſks what was the fate of her once 
happy Mortimer, tell her he ſought the only con- 
ſolation that was left him, and died, forgiving and 
adoring her II can no more—farewell [| Exit. 
Miſs Gloomly. Stay, ſtay, Mr. Mortimer !— 
mercy on me |!—gone to his uncle !—why if any 
interview takes place, my former love, my offer of 
marriage, my propoſal about the divorce—all, all 
will be qivulg d, and this will ſo confirm Goſſamer's 
infinuations, that Mr. Bonus will break off the 
match in reality. Lord! I'll follow Mortimer 


Enter DELVILLE. 


Delville. Follow Mortimer !—you muſt follow 
him to priſon then, Miſs Gloomly 

Miſs Gloomly. To priſon, Mr. Delville ! 

Detville. Ay: he is arreſted: and at the ſuit of 
a villain !—burt that's all paſt—'tis too late to re- 


tract; and, therefore, Jet love and Mrs. Mor- 


timer (going). 
Miſs Gloomly. Stay, are you ſure he 1s arreſted, 
Mr. Delville 


Delville. I am am. 
E 2 Miſs 
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Miſs Gloomly. Then all's ſafe—he can't ſee his 
uncle, and my marriage 1s ſecure, 


Enter SAMBO, 


Sambo, Oh, fir! ſuch news !—ſuch an ad- 
venture !—this moment as I was talking with 
Mr. Mortimer at the bridge foot, two bailiffs came 
up and arreſted him, and—ha! ha! ha! I beg 
pardon for laughing—but haven't I often told you I 
ſhou!d profit by my Temple education? 

Delville. What! did you interfere, fir ? 
Sambo. To be ſure TI did: but the bailiffs told 
me law buſineſs was ſo ſcarce that when they got a 
job they muſt make the moſt of it now !—they 
ſaid the attornies had puſh'd the joke too far, and 
the profeſſion was ſo completely found out, that 
Weſtminſter Hall had no cuſtomers !—I could 
not help laughing at that, you know, fir: but my 
joy was ſoon check'd, by their laying forcibly hold 
of poor Mr, Mortimer; and they were taking him 
away, when an odd thought, a ſort of legal 
quibble, coming into my head, I aſk'd them what 
ſheriff they belong'd tol—and—ha! ha! ha lit 
prov'd as I expected there was a flaw in the in- 
dictment they arreſted him in the wrong 
county! 

Delville. In the wrong county, ſirrah? 

Sambo. Ves: —the writ was made out into 
Middleſex; and we being the other ſide the bridge 

| were in Surry, you know!—ſo we ſnapp'd our 
A? | fingers, and defied them and then they call'd me 
| an outlandiſh monſter, and wonder'd where ſuch a 
ſavage could ger any legal knowledge !—on which 
1 pointed to my face "Look, "ſays I, * don't you 
« fee by my complexion that Nature deſigned me 


et for one of the profeſſion : 8 
Delville. 
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55 Delville. S'death! and what became of Mor- 

timer? | 3 

Sambo. What!—why he walk'd off! - went to 

his uncle's—ha! ha! 

| 3 Miſs Gloomly, To his uncle's! 5 
1 Sambo. Ay: that he did! and I nonſvited the 
biiliffs —I quaſh'd the pleadings! and if all 
5 Temple ſtudents would turn the law to as good 
{ advantage, what a glorious profeſſion it would be! 
—But that's not all—there's worſe to come 
you'll hardly believe it, fir ; but one of the fellows 
had the audacity to ſay that the arreſt was by your 
orders I bid him take care, and juſt ſhew'd him 
this bit of ebony (his „it) — but perſiſting in the 
falſehood, and offering to ſhew the writ, 1—1—1 

hope you'll not think I did wrong, fir—— 

Miſs Gloomly. W hy, what did you do, fir ? 

Sambo. I knock'd him into the river, and ſo I'd 
ſerve every man that dare accuſe my maſter of ſuch 
a diſhonourable action! . 

Delville, Fool !—blockhead !l—then know, it 
was by my ordere, 

a * Gloomly, There do you believe it now, 
Ir * 

Sambo, No—though he'll take his oath of it, I 
won't believe it !—he, who knows the bleſſings of 
liberty, he fend a man ta priſon !—and for money 
lent to his wife Ino, no—he jeſts, ma'am—I'm 
ſure he jeſts, 5 

Miſs Gloomly. Mighty well l but I ſuppoſe, Mr. 
Delville, you don't mean to be outwitted in this 
manner; of courſe you'll employ the proper 
officer, unleſs indeed the ſervant is to prove the 
maſter ? 5 SY : 

Delville. He the maſter !--no, no—'tis ever 
thus—he but adds fuel to the flame !—he but aug- 
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ments my deſperation !—and, thus provok'd, T'll 
ſee myſelf to Mortimer's arreſt: - come, madam, 


you ſhall ' find I'm not the pliant fool you 


think me. 

Sambo. Don't, ſir, for Sambo's ſake 

Del ville. Away, fir: and, d'ye hear, as Mor- 
timer ſtill thinks his wife criminal, mind you don't 
undeceive him l have reaſons for keeping them 
apart: remember, fir ! | 

Miſs Gloomly. And the next time you're in my 
company, remember we're not only in different 
ſituations, but of different complexions—you 
underſtand ? ED . 


Sambo. I do—(Miſs Groomiy and DELIVIIIR 


exeunt)—and thank Heaven we are of different 
complexions !—(paiting his hand 10 his beart.)— 
What! Mr. Mortimer ſtill think his wife criminal, 
and he ſee to his arreſt !—can this be Mr. Delville! 
—can this be the ſame maſter who— (burſts into 


tears)—] can't bear it !—-] wiſh I were in my 


grave l- but I will undeceive Mr. Mortimer, 
though I'll go directly and convince him of his 
wife's innocence !—for as it is my duty to ſerve my 
maſter in a good cauſe, ſo it is "ny duty to oppoſe 


him in a bad one! [ Exit, 


SCENE. —A View near RicHMonD, 


Enter Mrs, MorTiMeR aud EMILY, 


Emily, 1 tell you I can gain no intelligence of 


Mortimer: but I've heard that Delville means to 


throw him into priſon. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Ay: this, this is what 1 
dreaded !—=Oh, Emily! is there no way to fave 
him ? 


Emil, 
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Emily. T know of none but applying to Mr. 
Bonus; and ſince Goſſamer has fail'd in breaking 
off the marriage, of courſe, by this time, all his 
fortune is at the diſpoſal of Miſs Gloomly. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Nay, perhaps not yet: and if 
he were reminded that we might one day be re- 
CONCI d—— 

Emily. Reconcil'd! for my part, I don't fee 
how it's ever to be brought about :—Mortimer 
feems ſo obſtinate and ſo credulous, that when we 
do find him, how is it to be accompliſh'd ?—who 
can convince him of your Innocence : ? 


Enter SAMBO, 


Sambo. I can :—oh, madam I- till this moment 
I thought, when I left you at the inn, that Mr. 
Mortimer had flown to your embrace: but ſince I 

find there is ſtill a miſunderſtanding, do, pray make 

a poor fellow happy: —l'm quite wretched ; my 
heart keeps ſinking and ſinking; but I think if I 
could ſee you reſtor'd to your huſband, it would 
Jump into it's right place again. 

Emily. What, will you avow her innocence ? 

Mrs. Mortimer. And in defiance of your maſter, 
Sambo ? 

Sambo. Why not, ma'am ! it's a Negro's buſineſs 
to mind he goes to heaven as well as a white man's, 

and we who have ſo much of the black gentleman 

in this world, I'm ſure muſt be heartily*$lad to 
keep clear of him in the next: beſides, though my 
maſter gave me liberty, Mr. Mortimer gave me 
life; and ſurely liberty's nothing without life! —ſo 
come, let's go to him directly. 

Mrs. Mortimer. Kind, generous Sambo!—but 
where, where are we to find him? 


E 4 Sambo. | 
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Sambo. Oh, I know (produces a OT FO 
this challenge has inform'd me. 


Mrs. Mortimer. Challenge! 
Sambo. Ay, by this it appears he has been waiting 


at old Blackbrook's, a farm-houſe about a mile off, 


on purpoſe to ſhoot or be ſhot by my maſter: - but 
don't be alarm'd, I've intercepted the letter, and 
there ſnall be no fight, depend on't: in my country 
It isn't the etiquette to fight duels, and I'm too 
much a man of faſhion to ſuffer them to do an ill 
bred thing, you know. | 

Emily, Honeſt creature !—but don't wrong your- 
ſelf you haven't one faſhionable requiſite, 

Sambo. Yes, one at leaſt, ma'am :—I never 
bluſh I (Pointing to his face.) 

Mrs. Mortimer, Heav'ns !——where is this to 
end !—he challenge Delville, and Delville im- 
priſon him Won my friend 0 falling on 


EMILY.) 


Sambo. Nay, don't think of the challenge :— but 
for the impriſonment oh! neither my hand or 
head will fave him a ſecond time. 

Mrs. Mortimer. No: and the place of our re- 
conciliation will be a priſon! go, Emily—intercede 
with Mr. Bonus—though Miſs Gloomly won't 
allow him to afliſt ahem yet for the ſake of a 
child | 

Emily. That's true ; pity for the ſon may induce 
him to befriend the father: — I'll go, and the child 
ſhall be the ſtring I'll play upon- 

Mrs. Mortimer. Do; deſcribe his innocent and 


Emily. I will: and if the marriage has not taken 
place, 8s for my ſuccels, 


» 


Mrs. Martimer. Come, Sambo: — now. then to 
this farm-houſe; and if, tir'd of your maſter's bad 
conduct, 
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conduct, you would forego his ſervice, and ſhare 
our fallen fortune 
Sambo, Thank you, madam: but my maſter's 


bad conduct makes it more incumbent on me to 
ſtay with him.—W ho elſe will bear with his follies, 


and labour to correct them ?—and ſpite of all, I 


know he's ſtill ſo ſound at the core, that I feel I 
couldn't exiſt without him - but come to Mr. 
Mortimer; and though I prevent quarrelling and 
fighting, it isn't the faſhior of my country to in- 
terrupt kiſſing and making it vp again !——no—thar, 
J hope, is good breeding all the world over! 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE. An Apartment at Miſs GLoOMLY'sS— 
[( (Thbe ſame Scene as in Third Att.) 


GoSSAMER diſcover' d lying on the ſettee. 


Goſſamer. So- though a lawyer is in the next 
room with the ſettlement, and a parſon with the 
licence, here I am, and here I'll remain, till the 
old maid is hoax'd out of her huſband.— (Gets off 
ſeitee) Let me ſee, though—1s all right ?—have I 
made no miſtake in changing the pictures ?—firſt, 
here's Miſs Gloomly—(zaking a picture out of bis 


| pocket)—here's the portrait of the crying philoſo- 


pher, ſafe in my pocket (puls it back): and next, 
here's George Goſſamer (taking up red caſe which 
lies on the ſtage, where Miſs GLooMLyY dropp'd it )— 
here's the laughing philoſopher, ſafe in her caſe— 
(leaves it on the ſtage):— ſo if ſhe again offer old 
Bonus this pledge of affection, ſhe'll give him my 
picture inſtead of her own !—d—n me there'll be 


more rural fimplicity—but they come I muſt lie 


ſnug and obſer ve (draus the table before fattes, 
Th | | an 
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and then lies upon it as before)—and now, oh, Mo- 


mus, look down on thy facetious votary - though 


he be merry, Jet him be wiſe, and but they're 
here !—Amen!—good night, 


Enter Box us and Miſs GLooul v. 


Miſs Gloomly. To ſuſpect me of an amour, and 
with ſuch a profligate as that Mr. Goſfamer— 

Bonus. Spare me—ſpare an unfortunate country 
gentleman, who has no wiſh but to pair off with 


his fond turtle for life from this hour we'll chime 
together like Omnium and the Conſols! and, ſince 


the lawyer and parſon are waiting, why—— 

Miſs Gloomly. J underſtand: I'll fee if they're 
ready :—Jook—here lies my picture, juſt where I 
dropt it (ae picture up) let me a ſecond time 
preſent you the portrait of one who has nothing 


but innocence and purity of ſoul to recommend 
3 


Bonus (Lili ing her hand). Go don't loſe a mo- 
ment - l'm all impatience— I declare I can't ſtand 
ſtill till I call this virgin hand my own!l—( Miſs 
GLoOMLY exit, kiſſing ber hand to him—hbe kiſſing 
his to ber, )—Cupid and Goſſamer, indeed ty 


pa !—( ſmapping his fingers)—how could I for an 


inſtant believe? but it's all London !—that ſmoky 
place huſks the underſtanding !—however ſhe has 
forgiven me; and now to gaze on the image of all 
my ; ſoul adores !—now for the reſemblance of that 


innocence and purity—(opers the caſe and looks at 


the pifure)—why what's here ?—zounds!—it's a 
man!—a dd impudent, grinning, bearded raſcal! 


and more like Goſſamer than it is {tis my rival's 
portrait; and now may Cupid fly away with me if 


don't believe that that boy 


Euter 


NON 
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Enter Eullx haſtily. 


Emily. Oh, my dear guardian !—I'm fo glad . 
I've found you—are you married ? 
Bonus, No. 
Emily. Are you ſure of it? - quite ſure ? 
Bonus. Why I think I am :—(patting bis hand 
to His head) - but what makes you aſk ?—have you 
too heard any thing? 

Emily. Every thing—T'Il tell you all about it— 
(they lit): in the firſt place, I've ſeen the boy !— 
the ſweet innocent that Miſs Gloomly has ſo 
ſhamefully deſerted. 

Bonus, What! 

Emily. And I've taken quite a fancy to the little 
cherub—and for the ſtrangeſt reaſon—he's ſo like 
my dear Mr, Goſlamer—(Bonus makes for the 
tage door): why what's the matter? ( following 
and ſtopping him) - tis on Mortimer's account I've 
been ſpeaking thus much of his ſon. 

Bonus. His ſon! 7 

Emily. Ay: tis young Mortimer that Miſs 
Gloomly has deſerted; and | hope pity for the boy 
may induce you to aſſiſt the father. 

Boxus. What! and it's young Mortimer that's 
like Goſſamer, is it? 

Emily. To be ſure—why, who elſe 

Bonus. Who! oh, nobody, nobody: then per- 

haps it's all a miſtake—perhaps my fears made me 
fancy it a likeneſs— I'll aſk her—heark'ye, Emily, 
—is this picture like Goſſamer ? 
Emily (looking at it). That Lord! it isn't 
half young or half handſome enough—that !—I'm 
ſure I ſhould be very {orry if that reſembled my 
lover. 


Bonus. 
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Bonus, And ſo ſhould I, I'm ſure :—So—ſo— 
ſtocks are up again !—no doubt ſhe gave it me by 
miſtake—it's a portrait of ſome friend or relation, 
and my fooliſh apprehenſions——and yet (lool ing 
at picture again) —it has certainly that fellow's 
brals, London looking countenance | 


& 


Re-enter Miſs GLooMLyY, 
(Box us keeps looking at the picture.) 


Miſs Gloomly. Now, Mr. Bonus, the lawyer 
and clergyman are quite . haven't 
you found out the likeneſs? 

Bonus. No—that's what I want to find out—I 
think it a very formidable one, but Emily ſays it 
isn't half young or handſome enough. 

Miſs Gloomly, Oh, ſhe flatters—ſhe flatters!— 
but come—come—TI ſhall be mortified, if you gaze 
ſo much on the copy while the original 1s ſo near 
you—(Bonus can't lake bis eyes off ) —How!—l 
hope you don't mean to throw away a ſecond op- 
portunity ? 

Bonus. No—Hymen forbid! —'gad Id better 
ſay nothing, for fear of knocking all up at the cri- 
tical minute—(af de, and putting picture in bis 
pecket)—Come, Dian, come—you alſo, Emily— 
come and be bride's maid 

Emily. Stay, fir, and befare- you diſpoſe of all 
your fortune to that lady, pray reflect on the diſ- 
treſſes of your unhappy nephew. Mr. Mortimer is 
about to be reconcil'd to his wife; but if you don't 
befriend him, they will meet but to periſh in a 
priſon! 


Bonus. In a priſon !—hang i it, I don't like to 
hear of that either, 


Emily. 
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Emily. Tis too true, fir ; — Mr. Delville means 
to arreſt him for five hundred pounds, and Mrs. 
Mortimer has already combated ſo much misfor- 
tune, that I'd rather ſacrifice every ſhilling I poſ- 
ſeſs than ſee ther domeſtic happineſs again inter- 
rupted: —oh, ſir! if you won't take pity on them, 


let me en the money. 


Bonus, You! no—why ſhould you have 


poor Harry !—he has ſuffer'd for marrying a wo- 


man without money, that's certain—and the air of 
2 gaol] is almoſt as bad as that of London, that's 


| certain—and ſparing him five hundred pounds, 


won't make a ſtockbroker a lame duck, that's cer- 
tain—and ſo—(taking cut his pocket-book)—here, 
give him theſe bank- notes. 
Miſs Glowmly. Hold, Mr. Bonus recollect the 
clauſe in our marriage ſettlement 2 

Bonus. 1 do: but though I ſhut my doors 
againſt him, I'm not bound to ſhut the doors of a 
priſon upon him ſo take it, Emily — 

Miſs Gloomly, Mighty well, fir !—this is your 


love for me, is it? —you'll laviſh your favours on 


the man who has inſulted me: but I fee it all—l 
am to poſſeſs your hand, and your ward is to govern 
your heart ? —ungrateful, barbarous man Ms 6 
vehemently.) 

Bonus. What, does ſhe weep ? 

Emily. Never mind, give me the money. 

Miſs Gloomily (till crying loudly). Go, fir :— 


go, give your fortune to your nephew, your af- 


fections to your ward; and forget her who, ſpite 
of your cruelty, ſtill rr ſtill adores you 1—Oh'! 
I can't bear it II faint !—I—(faints and falls 


on the ſopha, GoSSAMER catches her in his arms.) 


Bonus (to Emily), Let me go, Vil give her all 
I poſſeſs (Vea from Emity)—here, take this 
pocket book, thou lovely; thou angelic! 


(As 
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(As Box us ers the Pocket-book to Miſs GLOOMLY, 
GossauER ſnatches it out of his hand, and riſes 
From the ſettee.) 

Goſſamer. That I will: and give it Mortimer ! 
damme, here's a hoax for you !—1 ſay, Emily, 
which cuts the beſt figure now, the laughing or the 
crying philoſopher ? 

Miſs Gloomly. Heaven defend me !—why where 


did you come from? 


Gofſamer. From the moon, moſt divine Dian; ; 
from the moon—but don't let me interrupt the 
ceremony — marry her, Bonus—marry her 


Bonus (looking at the picture). Never ſaw a 


finer likeneſs in all my life - never ſaw a more 


innocent pledge of affection !—ſo give me back 


my pocket-book, and let the ſtockbroker once 
more waddle to his villa. 

Gofſamer. Your pocket-book ! that's very well — 
you gave it me—it's mine by law, and if it ſave 
an unfortunate couple from priſon if it light up 


ſunſhine in two faces long clouded by ſorrow. why, 


you'll ſmile—(7o Bonus)—and you'll ſmile (7 
EMiLy)—and you'll (% Miſs GLooMLY )—no— 
till you get rid of your bad habits, you'll never 
ſmile. 

Miſs Gleom'y, Bad habits !—anſwer me—how 
dare you ſlander an innocent woman? 

Gofſſamer (aſide to Miſs GLoomLY). How dare 


you ſlander an innocent woman? Remember 


Mrs. Mortimer — (Miſs GLooMLy holds down her 


head)—ah ! this is paying you in your own coin 
and for young Mortimer—you ought to have been 
a mother to him, and therefore I've done you 
the favour to prove you one! Adieu, Emily: 


—there's an end of this marriage, and the next 


trick we play them, ſhall be to briag about our 
owa. 


Ni 


I; 
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Miſs Gloomly. Stay; and let me adviſe you, fir. 
Goſſamer, And let me adviſe you, ma' am! 
give up your own ſyſtem and take to mine 
make people happy, not miſerable—promote 
laughing, not crying; and if you don't prove 
more pleaſant to yourſelf and more uſeful to ſociety, 
ſay Goſſamer's not the firſt and wiſeſt of philoſo- 
phers !-—Now to the Mortimers—now to make 
them happy—l ſay—( ſewing pocket-book to Bo- 
Nus)—you take the joke, old Cupid, don't you? 


u. 
Bonus. Come, Emily let's breathe the pure 


Miſs Gloomly. How ! have you nothing to ſay, 
Mr. Bonus. 

Ronus. Nothing wiſh you happy wiſh you 
and all your family happy. 

Miſs Gleomly. Mighty well!—1 leave you for the 
preſent but remember your promiſe - recollect 
the ſettlement of your eſtate. 

Bonus. Settlement ! —look” ye—ſooner than ſet- 
tle iny fortune on you or any of the Diana breed, 
hang me if I wouldn't fink it in the Sinking Fund 
— Come along, Emily, and if the pocket-book re- 
lieve the Mortimers, ] feel it will relieve me; for 
when a man is ſelf-diſſatisfied, not all the ſcrip, 
omnium, conſols—no—not even rural life can 
afford ſatisfaction ! [ Exeunt, 
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A TV: 


SCEN E.—BLACK2ROOK 's Farm-Houſe—1 Garden 
"yu it, and a Chair at the Side—Moonlight. 


Enter Mrs. MoxTimer, CHARLES, and Farmer 
BLACKBROOK, 


Mrs. Mortimer. Go on—relieve me from this 


torturing ſuſpenſe !—meditate ſelf· deſtruction, do 
you ſay? 

Farmer, Be patient, lady, and you ſhall hear all: 
you may be ſure Mr. Mortimer was a welcome 
viſitor at my humble farm: for when he was no 
bigger than that young gentleman, many and 
many's the time I've fondl'd him on this knee — 
and alas I—little did I think to ſee him grow up 
to ſuch miſery and deſperation ! 

Mrs. Mortimer. Deſperation oh! do not 
diſtract me—1s Mortimer living? 

Farmer. | hope fo, lady: but you ſhall hear and 
judge:—to-night, as I was returning home through 
yonder wood, a man darted acroſs me, and ruſh'd 
into the thickeſt covers—I follow'd him, and 
found 'twas Mr. Mortimer! and obferve—in his 
hand he held a phial, which, from what I over- 
heard him ſay, contained poiſon—ay ! poiſon, lady 
—and when I advanc'd to ſeize him, he fled wildly 


from me, and alas! I've neither ſeen nor heard 


of him ſince. 
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Mrs. Mortimer. Not ſeen him!—perhaps then 
where is the place? conduct me inſtantly. 

Farmer. Moſt willingly : I'd traverſe the world 
to ſave him, and I've already ſent my ſervants. 

Mrs. Mortimer, Come—loſe not a moment !— 
enter the houſe my child (zo EAT 0 
ſhould Sambo, who, fearing his ſingle evidence 
might not confirm my innocence, is gone to in- 
tercede with his maſter—ſhould he return, bid 
him wait my coming :—lead on. 


Farmer. Nay, nay, your cares I hope will ſoon 
be-at an end. g 


Mrs. Mortimer. T der will—they will!—for if 


it be as I ſuſpet——oh, Mortimer! we'll meet 
where ſlander cannot part us ! 


[Exit with FARMER. 


Enter Mon riaER (through the Gerdmi).. 
Mortimer. So—T am watch'd, purſued :—at 
every turn my perſecutors meet me ;—but I've 
eſcap'd their obſervation, and here at length I 


may complete the fix'd and ſettled purpoſe of my 
ſou] :—haraſſed by my enemies, forgotten by my 
friends, and forſaken by her who was the ver 

ſtream and eſſence of my life this friendly paſſ- 
port to another world alone can ſnatch me from 


the fiends of this - from penury, deſpair, and 


jealouſy (produces phial). 


Charles (obſerving bim). Bleſs me ho is 
that gentleman? 


Mortimer. And yet. when I look back on m 


* 
paſt happineſs, and think the ſource of it is till 


exiſting !—thar ſhe and her dear image might ſtill 


conſole—ſtill wee away my ſorrow, I grow irre- 


ſolute, 
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ſolute, and ſigh for life (throws himſelf into the 


garden chair.) 
Charles (walking wad; MozTIMER). Lord! 
I'm ſo happy—it's my father!“ 
Mortimer. Life! what when ſhe loves anather | 
when at this moment ſhe laviſhes thoſe ſmiles 
which diſtraction! that thought is ' paſt all 
bearing, and thus I. bury in oblivion thus theſe 
poiſonous drugs! (as be raiſes his arm to drink, 
CnarLEs lays hold of it, and kneels to him.) 
Charles. . My father! (MogTiMER looks and 
trembles violently.)— Oh! | I'm fo olad you're come 


home—l hope 'you ll go no more long } Journies 
now, 


him.) 


Charles. Why what's the matter ?—how your 


hand trembles!—and this—(pointing 1 the Pbial) 
hat's this, father? 
Mortimer. That la toy la mere toy, Charles. 
Charles, A toy !—fie, fie, father you a man 
and play with toys ?—nay.: that belongs to me, — 


(MorTIMER burſts into tears, and catches him. it 


his arms.) 


Re-enter Mrs Mon 71 MER. 


Mrs. Mortimer. 'Tis all confirmed . no 


Where to be heard of, and &'en this, the dark 


deed—— 


| Charles. Look miother—look who's come 
home. 


Mrs, Mortimer 8 ſometimes at r 


then running and Tant at bis feet ). My Mor- 
timer! | 


— — Try Win; 4.2 


Mortimer. My child! my child! (embracing 


Mortimer, 
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Mortimer (riſing and croffing her). Away! con- 
taminate me not let me be gone. 

Mrs. Mortimer (Holding him). Stay—ſpare 1 me 
but a moment - you've been deceiv'd. 

Mortimer. I have!—I have !—and leſt I ſhould 
relapſe, and be again deluded But fee! an 
evidence appears to rouſe my pride and to confirm 
your guilt. 


7 | Enter Samso baſtily, and with a paper in bis 
1 band. 
GSsambo. Oh, ma' am I'm juſt come from my 
maſter, and pheugh (fanning himſelf with 
£ his hat. ) 
Mortimer. Speak, Sambo were you not witneſs 

ö of her falſehoodꝰ 

Sambo. Softly, fir, and I'll tell you all about it 
pheugh !—you muſt know my maſter was taken 
ſuddenly ill, and ſent me for a phyſician—but I 


4 K* n — 
. 3 
fit e A IEF, 2 NE: 


X refuſed to go :—ſays I, „ Sir, the natives of my 
f country are all very healthy, and for two ſimple 
| ec reaſons—firſt, becauſe we've no doctors, and 
next becauſe we've no ſuch enlighten'd diſ- 
| © orders as ingratitude, falſe friendſhip, ſeduftion! 
| —theſe,” ſays I, „play the devil with a man's 
© conſtitution.” 
. | Mortimer. Well! and what then, ſir? 
| Sambo. Then he grew worſe, and aſked me to 
- preſcribe for him, and I did! Doctor Sambo 
drew up this preſcription, and the pulſe mended, 
fever leſſen'd, and the countenance exhibited that 
4 florid bloom which ever reſults from thoſe excel- 
þ lent medicines, honeſty and a good conſcience— 
4 ther, fir, read, only read (giving the paper). 
35 F 2 Mortimer. 
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Mortimer (reading). Sir, Mrs, Mortimer is 
innocent—ſhe has fallen a vidim to my, vanity 
de and. her aunt's llander—Miſs Gloomly wrote 
« you a moſt calumniovs letter, and I, believing 
e that ſhe Jov'd me; made athers believe. it. but 
ec when you artived. at the inn, ſhe not only 
ce avowed her love for you, but. fled. in purſuit of 
% you, —Sambo will confirm theſe facts, and I am 
ce ready to make a public acknowledgment of 
| them, or atone for my crimes in any other 
“% way you think proper. —FDwWARD DELVILLE.” 

_ Sanmo0. There! there's à noble 1 and 


rr 


the batt of pid eo, ar 1 Tok your hands? 
— Oh! had 1 ſuch a wiſe, Fd Lg her into 
atoms! | | 
Mortimer. It is! it poſt be e . we 
ſooner . met—— Maria 182 —Mmy,, recovered wife !— 
(embracing her—then falling at. her ret) you 
Par n my ſuſpicions? 
Mrs. tortimer.. Riſe, 1 entteat you. 5 
1 Sambo ( Vopping ber). , Don't t. 
forgive him till he takes his, ,oath he'll hene 
my maſter | 
Mortimer (ri 1g). Never! Ke Sambo— 
(afide to bim) Is this an anſwer to a challenge? 
Sambo. He never. got it ll intercepted it!— 
bur don't don't perſiſt you can't wound him 
worſe than he has wounded himſelf for my ſake 
—for hers for your child eke 
for my maſter, ma am! - 
Ars. Mortimer. Nay, 15 beſeech you, Mor- 
tier — 
Mortimer. Well! ſince I [Ay his penitence 
is ſincere —— 


Sam bo. 


Jer is 
anity = 
vrote 
eving 


but 


| only 2 
uit of 
Jam 


nt of 


57 


LE. 


ö and 
play 


other 


| and 


inds ? 


' into 3 


i . 


ji: i. Bl 
d we 


e 1— 
1 you. 


don't 
give! 


bo— 


"IB 
11 


him 


7 ſake! 
cede! 


Mor- 
itence 


ambo. 


deception 


LAUGH WHEN YOU CAN, 69 


— 


Sambo. What !—you forgive him !—you won't 
hurt him! and you and Mrs. Mortimer are man 
and wife again, and J live to {ee it!—“ Dear 


Yanko ſay, and true he lay !''—( Jingirg and 


dancing, and catching CHARLES up in his arms.) — 


Come along—you and 1 will ſo ſing, dance, and 
play battledore and ſhuttlecock together and 
for the falſchood I told about you, ma'am; why 
*twas but a white one, and we blacks tel} lies of 
no other colour. | 

Mortimer. Delville I . for Miſs 
Gloomly—for this accompliſh'd ſlander 

Sambo. Oh! challenge her—ſhoot her and wel- 
Comes: :-;- 215 Hs 
Mrs. Mortimer, She has indeed been moſt. 
vindictive ; and laſt night renewing her application 
for the et 1 ow'd ber, and fearing 'tmight in- 
volve you in new difficulties, I ſent her all that I 
poſſels'd— my few trinkets, and even the lottery 
ticket you wrote to me to purchaſe; but her mar- 
riage with your uncle is broke off. 

Mortimer, Indeed I- then we may apply to him. 
—Come—(taking Mrs, MoRTIMER's band) and 
if he ſtil] avoid us, here is enough to combat 
againſt adverſity ble with thee, and this my 
young preſerver 

Mrs. Mortimer, How, Mortimer! | 

Mortimer, Nay : you ſhall know all in calmer 
moments :—and you, faithiu} Sambu—you who 
have ſav'd us all, and 1n an age of diffipation and 


Sambo. Nay: don't abuſe the age—we're cer- 
tainly improving every day, fir ;—tor inſtance, 
there's leſs law, leſs faſhion, leſs (aro : —faro Kory 
one ovughtn't to ſpeak ill of the dead !—and if 
every woman would prove a Mrs, Mortimer, 
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there'd ſoon be leſs ſeducing, and then—faving 


your preſence I don't think the devil would have 
a diſciple on earth ;—bur lead on, fir; and J and 
your little papa, as you call him, will trot on mer- 
rily after you! Dear Yanko, ſay, &c.“ (Sing- 
ing and dancing, and making CHARLES dance with 
bim in imitation.) [ Exeunt. 


SCENE. -A Street in RicyumonD. 


Enter Goss AMER and EMIL v. 


Coſſamer. Nay: don't he alarm'd, Emily 
though I haven't ſeen Mortimer, the pocket- book 
and Bonus's bank-notes have ſtill been a friend to 
him. 

Emily. Well !—but how—in what manner? 

Gofſamer. You ſhall hear: H uſt now, who ſhould 
I meet in a rage but the crying philoſopher—ſhe 
ſaid Mrs. Mortimer had ſent her ſome trinkets and 
trifles in payment for a hundred pounds—but ſhe 


wasn't to be defrauded in that manner—ſhe would 


return them, and arreſt Mortimer inſtantly :—on_ 
which 1 whipp'd out the pocket-book —paid the 
debt with Bonus's bank-notes, and redeem'd the 
trifles !—and look—here they are—a watch, a 
ring, and a lottery ticket E Oroducing them.) 

Emily. A lottery ticket! 
| Gofſamer. Ay; ſhe gave me joy of my bar- 
gain with all my heart. I'll ſurpriſe her—[' Il give 
her joy of this with all my foul. 

Emily, Well, but about Delville. 

Gofſamer. Oh! Delville has not only re- 


pented and cancell'd his debt, bur has fent 


the tragic muſe to bring about a comic cata- 


ſtrophe. | 
Emily. 
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more reſtor'd to each other 

Goſſamer. They are: and now, when mall we be 
reſtor'd to each other ? 

Emily. Nay : what ſignifies ig ?—when you 
know very well we ſhall never get my guardian's 
conſent. 

Goſſamer (ſmiling ). Shan't we? 

Emily. No—and what's the uſe of marrying 
without it, when [I loſe all my fortune. 

Goſſamer. And ſuppoſe your fortune were al- 


ready loſt—would the old ſtockbroker conſent 
then? 


Emily. That he would: —he'd then think me 


ſuch a burden to him, that I do believe he'd 
marry me to 

Goſſamer. To his clerk, or his butler, or your 
humble ſervant I then be happy—make yourſelf 
perfectly eaſy, for I've the pleaſure to inform you 


that at this moment you're as poor as I am. 


Emily. As poor as you are! 


Goſſamer. Ay; thanks to good fortune and a 


lucky hurricane, your whole property's blown 


into the ſea—all your eſtate is whiſk'd off in a 


whirlwind, — (Giving ber a nem paper Jv een 

this newſpaper, read the glorious, joyous tidings! 
Emily, Why ſurely it can't be. (Reads "the 

newſpaper )—*<* Accounts were yeſterday received 


&« from Barbadoes, that on the 28th vic. a dread- 
e ful hurricane deſtroyed moſt of the property on 


ce the eaſt part of the iſland, and particularly that 
e beautiful eſtate called Mount Columbo!“ —— 
Dear, dear, Mr. Goſſamer—chat's mine, ſure 
enough | 

Goſſamer. I know it! I know it land the beſt 
of the joke is, Delville, who has property in the 
iſland —he will confirm the fact. 


F 4 | Emily. 


Emily. Indeed! then the Mortimers are once 
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_ Emily. You may laugh, but 'tis no laughing 
matter to be ruin'd—reduc' d to dependence—beg- 
gar d—(weeps). —No—ſay what you pleaſe, Mr. 
Goſſamer; love can't exiſt without money, and 

now I've none and you've none! 

Gofſamer (/aughing). What! did you think I 
was in earneſt ? 

Emily. To be ſure J did. 

Goſſamer. Ha! ha! ha! there's a hoax for you! 

Emily. What! did'nt this account come from 


the Weſt Indies? 


Gofſamer. No: but it came from a place as full 
of warmth and fire (pointing 10 his head. I'm 
ſole inventor and proprietor of this facetious hur- 
ricane! I inſerted it in that and other papers: 
J got Delville to write this corroborating letter— 


( /hewing one). 


Emily. What, and all to trick my old guardian 
out of his conſent | ? 

Gamer. Yes; all to trick old Cupld | —g0— 
follow up the blow—ſhew him Delville's letter di- 
rectly (giving it to ber)—and if we ſucceed, we 
gain thirty thouſand pounds by the frolic, and if 
we fail—why we've had a hearty laugh, which, 
ſpeaking Philoſophically, 18 perhaps worth all the 


money. 


Emily. Delightful!—1'll go to him inſtantly to- 
night he gives a ball, and before it begins, he ge- 


nerally reads the nn papers. 
Goſſamer. Does he! then by this time he is in 
the heart of the hurricane go, and if we ſhould 


but be married, why then Emily then for Venus, 


Cupid, and another little boy. Exeunt. 


SCENE. 


8 0 E N E. We” Room leading to a Ball Room in 
Bonvs's Houſe. 


Bonus diſcovered fitting at a table drinking tea and 
reading newſpapers ; ſervent waiting. 


Bonus (reading newſpaper). © Laſt night the 
N Oratorios overflom d. —Oratorio l- now there's 
f the extravagance of theſe Londoners—they won't 
7 go to church, where they can have ſacred muſic for 
nothing, but becauſe it is in a theatre, they'll pay 


way—this is country news. Yeſterday a cele- 
« brated lottery-office keeper ſtood in the pillory— 
« Wind Eaſt.” — Now what the devil has wind Eaſt 
to do with it ?—but at Portſmouth or Plymouth, 


to conclude with Wind Eaſt.—“ Barbadoes.” — Oh, 
this concerns my ward Emily Barbadoes !—Oz 
« the 28th uit. a dreadful hurricane'—what's 
here! a hurricane “ ſwept away —eaſt part of 
ct and particularly — eftate call'd Mount Colum- 


«& bg” —zounds ! here's wind Eaſt with a venge- 


ance ! why the \ al ruin'd I- ſhe's a lame duck !. 


Enter EMiLy (weeping). 


. Well! have you heard, Emily 

Emily. I have, fir :—yeſterday I was worth thirty 
thouſand pounds—to-day I'm a beggar ! 
Bonus. What !—it's confirm'd is it? 

Emily. Yes, ſir; Mr. Delville, whoſe eſtate ad- 
Joins mine, you know, has ſent me this note. 
Bonus (taking note from ber, and looking over it). 
On, if Delville believe it (reads) Hurricane 

—tornado 
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to hear it. Plymouth !''—ay, this is in my own 


if a man is robb'd or murder'd, the account is ſure 
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-—t0rnado—whirlwind !''—Yes, yes —it's all over 
the eſtate's off Mount Columbo is gone on a 


falt water excurſion; and you are left to——Zounds ! 


] with you had been married—TI wiſh you had a 


huſband to maintain you. 


Emily, Nay, fir, I hope my poverty will make 
ho difference. 


Bonus, Why, no—but women live high, and 
ſtocks are low, and—s'life 1 if we had but caught 


ſome gudgeon headed L.ondoner ! 


Emily. Ah! that's all paſt, ir nobody i] marry 
4 pauper. 


Bonus. No—the ſcoundrels are all ſo cunning.— 


and yet the news isn't known the ſtory can't be 


blown upon; and for early inteJligence—'g gad how 


often have I work' d them in the Stock- Exchange 
by early intelligence! 7 


Enter Goss AM ER. 


Goſſamer. How d'ye do, Cupid, how d'ye dy ?— 
what in tears, Emily? haven't 1 told you when- 


ever you were melancholy, to look full in your 


guardian' s face? Look, and you'll laugh directly 
Won't ſhe, fir ? 
Bonus ( ſmiling). She will, ſhe will !—damme 
here's the very gudgeon- headed Londoner 1 was 
wiſhing for—(afiae). — Mr. Goſſamer, I'm glad to 
ſee you am under great obligations to you you 


ſav d me from a bad wife, and the leaſt return I 


can make, 1s to help you to a 1259 one. 
Goſſamer. Sir! 
Bonus. Tis even fo, fir ;—and I can't reward 
your deſerts better than by giving you Emily 


with a fortune of thiity thouſand pounds (an, h- 
ins aſide.) 


Gofſamer, 
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Geber. Come, come, you * an 
old hand. 

Bonus. An old hand! 

Gofſamer. Ay, you're joking, you comical rogue, 
] ſee you're joking. | 
Bonus. No I'm not—upon my ſoul I'm not 
- joking l ſo take him, Emily 
| Emily. No, fir: you refas'd him when I was 
TT rich, and now 

Bonus (afide to ber). Be quiet—to uſe his own 
words, Pm hoaxing him now !—you ſee how it 
is, Mr. Goſſamer !—the eirl's ſhy; ſo carry her 
over the way to parſon Suttle s, and as I can't 
leave the ball, do you go with them, Gregory— 
(to Servant)—be witneſs, I give conſent, and fee 

them married directly there! do you underſtand 
5 me now? 
f Gofſamer. I do damme, I take the joke now! 
E —come along, Emily—come along, Gregory 
I've got the litence, and you are witnels he gives 
conſent 
Bonus. Yes, yes—he's witneſs—ſtop—ſtop, 
though—one thing l muſt premiſe to you—as the 
eſtate is in the Weſt Indies, and now and then 
there are ſuch things as hurricanes 

Goſſamer. Hurricanes lob, I don't mind hur- 
ricanes |—if her eſtate was blown into the ſkies, 
I'd be bound to whiſtle it all back again! 

Bonus. Would you? 

Goſſamer. To be ſure I would :—belides, a 
word in your car—it's an ill wind that blows no- 
body good, you know—mum :—lead on—Hey 
for matrimony and thirty thouſand pounds !—you 
take, don't you——ha ! hal ha! 

Bonus. I do, ha! ha! ha! (Gossamtr, Emity, 
and Servant exeunt.)— There! there! I've hoax'd 


him 


know what brings you here ? 
Miſs Gloomly. Well you may, fir: —1 came to 


afford you an opportunity of apologizing for your 
blindneſs and credulity. 
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him at laſt !l—-the old maid too !—T've robb At her 
of her lover! oh! here's contrivance. 


Euter Mr. and Mrs. Moxrinzk, and | Miſs 
 GLoomLy, | 


Miſs Gloomly (ſpeaking as ſhe enters). Don't talk 
to me—T keep no ſuch company Mr. Bonus, I 
beg you'll not ſuppoſe we came here togrther. 

Bonus. Not come together [—zounds!—1 won- 
der how any of you came here at all !—firſt, you, 


fir—(:0 MORTIM ER) what brought you here | ? 


Mortimer. I came once more to entreat your 
pity and protection; and ſince you are no longer 
under the influence of that Jady- 

Bonus. That lady !—what's that lady to you, fir ? 
—when you married a woman without ſtock, 


didn't I ſwear I'd never forgive you? 


Mortimer. You did, fir. 

Bonus. Then, however I may be inclined, 
Harry, I will not break my word. 
Miſs Gloom. That's ſome comfort, however 
(ide). 


Bonus. And now, molt divine Dian | 


but 1 


Bonus. Me an opportunity |—heark” ye—you 
came in ſearch of Goſſamer but the bird's fiown ! 


Ehe has pair'd off with another er e mine 


—it's all my contrivance ! 

Miſs Gloomiy. Your contrivance ? 

Bonus. Yes, in London I grant you I'm con- 
fus'd ; but the keen air of the country quickens 
the underſtanding and I've made ſuch laughing 
3 ſtocks 


i £ wer” i btn Wr lin n 2 — ES 
* Fe HSE Ip CAE 2 83 3 EEE 2 e 2 e . tor x EF = 


8 = "ac ot 2 4 5 25 n n 5 N . \ 
EIT IE RO Ib Ar annua, hb? 


LAUGH WHEN YOU CAN. 77 


ſtocks of you and your lover but obſerve 


obſer ve my tene! 


Re. enter Gbss us, Patt ve and Servant. 


Bonus. Well |} *. it all over ?—are they married, 
Nicholas? | 


Servant. They. are, "the. I 
Bonus, Toll de roll loll !— (ng ging g and ade , 


No liften—only all of you liſten (urn ts 
GossaMER)—you think your wife is worth thirty 


thouſand pounds, don't you ? 

Gofſamer. I do. 

Bonus. T here—there's a gudgeon-headed Lon- 
doner for you .!—ſhe's not worth ſixpence ! her 
whole property is deſtroy'd by a hurricane! 

Miſs Gloomly. By a hurricane! 

Bonus. Ay; all blown into the ſkies—bat never 
mind (0 Goss R) —-you can whiſtle it all back 
ag, you know—can't you, you comical rogue ? 


" Gofſamer. Ves; that I can, you comical rogue ! 


3 ). 

Bonus. Pooh! what ſignifies wheugh 1—(mi- 
micking bim.) 

Gofſamer. I'll tell you—it ſignifies that I wrote 


that account in the newſpapers—that I perſuaded | 


Delville to confirm the fact and at this moment 
Mount Columbo is worth thirty thouſand pounds, 
and that, as I told you before, it's an ill wind that 
blows nobody good !--mum you take, don't 
you? 


Miſs Gloomly, I ſay (to Bonus), who's the laugh- 


ing ſtock now ?—and the keen air of the country 
quickens the underſtanding, does it ?—Oh! the 
next time you want to outwit this mighty conjuror, 


apply to me. 


Goſſamer. 
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Coſſamer. To you 


Miss Gloomly. Ay: now all of you liſten to my 


ſtory —on a debt of a hundred pounds, contracted 


by Mrs. Mortimer, I charged him fifty for inte- 


reſt, and made him pay all theſe bank-notes for a 
paltry watch and a lottery ticket—look, Lavghing 


Philoſopher—here are a hundred and fifty proofs of 
my victory (Holding up bank notes.) 


Gamer. And look, Crying Philoſopher !— 


(Holding fup lottery icket)—here are five thouſand | 


proofs of mine! 

N 45 Gloomly. Five thouſand | why the warch, 

Gofſamer. Wasn't worth five pounds I grant you 
but the lottery ticket was yeſterday drawn a 
prize of five thouſand pounds! Gregory there 
will atteſt the fact !—and now both of you take the 
advice of an old proficient ; and whilſt you're 
hoaxing others, mind you're not hoax'd yourſelves, 

Hons Why Dian—here's another hurricane ! 

Miſs Gloomly. Pſha! this is an impoſition Pie 
the ticket to the right owner. | 

Gofſamer. 1 will- give it to the right owner 


(Miſs Gloouly is going to take it Goss aMR 


crofſes her) there Mrs. Mortimer I— there's a 


fortune of five thouſand pounds for you, and if that 
isn't enough to make your fire-ſide happy, apply 


to me and | Emily—whilſt Colombo nets a guinea, 
you and your family ſhall never want a part of it, 

Bonus (to Miſs GLoomLy). I fay—who's the 
laughing-ſtock now !—but don't think to have all 
the Pleaſure to yourſeif, Mr. Goflamer—no—l may 


forgive you, Harry, without breaking my word now; 


ſo, in the firſt place, I'll make that five thouſand 


ten -in the ſecond, inſtead of giving all my for- 


tune to a hypocrite, 1'1] ſettle it on you and young 
Mortimer! 
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Mortimer !—and in the third place give me both 
your hands (10 Mr. and Mrs, Mok TIMER)—and 
henceforth we'll be as happy as good- humour, 3 
country life, and plenty of Jong annuities will make 
us. 
Gofſamer. Bravo, old Cupid ! you're a fine fel. 
low; egad I think Vl be a ſtockbroker myſelf. 
Bonus. No, no—yours is the ſyſtem, Goſſamer 
—laugh'1s the ſtaff of life! 8 
Goſſamer. It is: and ſince our ſmiles are no- 
thing without yours—(70 the Audience) — 


May Goſſamer diffuſe his joy around — 
Cloud not the ſunſhine that's ſo ſeldom found; 
For if misfortune he the lot of man, 


Laugh when you may be happy when you can, 
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10 A UGE EH hi 700 can—fach is the a nile itch. 
Our bard holds forth to ev'ry whining DL... 
The plan's not new—a Sage of antient fanie [Ss 
Liv'd but to laugh Demoeritũs his name. 
Happy withig, let Fortune ſmile or low'r, 

His ſcheme was to enjoy life's tranſient hour. 
When ills affail, they're heavier made by grief, 

Laugh at the: and at once you find relief. 
Ihe fainteſt breath that's whiſper'd in a figh 

1s ftill fo loud it makes acquaintance fly; | 
They think there's ſomething in the ſound of ſorrow 
To like an omen that you mean to borrow. 

Shew you can treat with humour ev'ry care, 

They'll crowd around you in the mirth to ſhare; 

And, while with ſmiles you cover your diſtreſs, 
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5 Perchance with open hand their bounty preſs ; ; 

T4 For as to favours;'moſt we fee will grant em 

3 With readieſt zeal to the who leaſt may want em; 

10 Like rivers chat, with haſty current, ſtrain 

i4 To pour a needleſs tribute to the main. 
1 Thus laughter is gocd policy, we find, - 
Lt The ſureſt method to make people kind. 8 1 
. And when of patrons joking is the teſt, 8 5 
io The debt is eaſy—pay them with a jeſt. F 
. And I pronounce, ſpite of each formal prater, 44 

Laughter the true Philoſopher of Nature, L 


But Laughter's fitted for a nobler end, 
And, when with ſatire leagu'd, is Virtue's friend. 
_ Potent Allies! that ſtrike the proud with awe, 
Ard humble vice, above the reach of law. 
| In one apt, well-known rule, to ſum up all, 

. A rule that ſhould control the critic's gall, 
Form'd on a kind, and hence a Britiſh plan, | 
„Laugh when you muſt, be candid where you can.“ 
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THE END. 


